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CHAPTER I. 

A LITTLE HOUSE WELL FILLED, A LITTLE WIFE 
WELL WILLED. 

RS. WINCHESTER exulted in a sweet, 
loud voice, over her oew possessioos. 

" Oh, Eustace, only to think I all this 
handsome furniture. Every one of these 
beautiful things belongs to us. This is our house — our 
own lovely home." 

Mr. Winchester also exulted, but from a different 
stand-point : 

" That's so, Bessie ; a man's home is his castle, and 
I can sing and shout, and kick up my heels whenever 
I feel inclined — ^hip, hip, hooray." 

"Hush, Eustace — ^the servants. What will they 
think of you ?" 

" Who cares what they think ?" 
'* I do, Eustace ; they do talk over ladies and gen- 
tlemen so ; and they are all the while watching us." 
1* [9] 
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10 A LITTLE HOUSE WELL FILLED. 

** Let them watch ; we don't expect to commit any 
sins. Hillo, I came near breaking that gimcrack of a 
tea-cup. Why the deuce don't you keep such fal-lals 
in your Chinee closet, where they belong." 

" My choice vazezs are not gimcracks. You shan't 
speak slightingly of them. One is nothing nowadays 
without plaques, and decorative art, and ceramics. I 
intend to set about a collection immediately." 

" Pooh, Bess, what's the use of spending money on 
old cracked jugs and such rubbish, just to let folks 
know you've got the craze ?" 

"I shan't puff my dollars out pf a cigar end^ or 
potir them down my throat in mint juleps, as you men 
do," retorted Bessie, pouting. 

" I don't come into that category, thank you, dear. 
There is not so sober a fellow in the club as your 
humble servant ; and yon told me I might smoke three 
cigars a day — now didn't you ?" 

" I had to, to have any peace ; but I hate it all the 
same." 

" Very well ! I'll smoke at the club, then." 

" No you won't. Don't be silly. Isn't this a charm- 
ing room?" 

" Here, Bess ; come kiss me on the hearth-stone, 
where we will sit maybe as old folks, and croon over 
the past. Positively, I begin to feel poetical. I could 
break into rhyme." 
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A LITTLE HOUSE WELL TILLED. 11 

"Don't, please. I'd almost rather you broke my 
china, which is so dear to my heart. I am glad you 
like our home, Eustace." 

" Like it, Bessie ? I rejoice in it. I look forward 
to jolly times, here with my little wife, free, and easy 
and comfortable. No more pounding out of bed at 
the call of a frouzy boarding-house slavey. I'm mas- 
ter myself. I'll make just such hours as I please." 

" But we must be nice, orderly people, Eustace. I 
shall have breakfast punctually at eight. My mamma 
always did." 

" Oh, bother your mamma ! She isn't going to run 
my house." 

" Now Eustace Winchester ! Tou can bother your 
mother as much as you like, though I think that sort 
of talk is shocking taste ; but I will not permit you to 
make such speeches about my own dear, kind mother, 
and I tell you plainly " 

" There ! there, Bess, don't get miffed." 

" Miffed ! Pray, where did you pick up that vul- 
gar expression ? Miffed, indeed. I resent your unpro- 
voked attauk upon my family. I am justly indignant." 

" Ah, indeed ! if that is your state of mind, and all 
for nothing, I had better go down town, and leave 
you to enjoy your vazez and your indignation. I'll 
dine at the club." 

Mrs. Winchester stood an instant, irresolutely gaz- 
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12 A LITTLE HOUSE WELL FILLED. 

ing at ber husband ; ber cbeeks were red, and her eyes 
were bright. She had left all her friends to cleave to 
this man. She admired him. She loved him, but she 
had a great mind to say some sharp things to him, 
which she felt that he deserved. When she was Bessie 
Wolcott she had spoken her mind, and Eustace had lis- 
tened, and had taken trouble on many occasions to mol- 
lify her anger. Somehow she had not come off so well 
of late. Instead of bringing her the penitent face, soft 
speeches and fresh flowers which belonged to the 
courtship epoch, he had answered shortly, he had 
dined at the club, and what was worse, she had been 
obliged to grope along the valley of humiliation before 
she had found a good place to make up. She did not 
relish the prospect of a long, dull day, at odds with 
the best friend she had left. 

" How unpleasant," she said : she could not say 
anything gentler or sweeter just at that instant ; but 
she improved as she went on. " I wish you would try to 
be good-tempered long enough to look at our wedding 
presents ; there, put down your hat. I'll forgive you. 
I mean to try to be very good in my home, Eustace." 

The husband paused between anger and love : 
anger slunk away beaten and love smiled triumphant ; 
and he gave his wife a hearty little squeeze and a 
kiss, which she returned ; then they went on their way 
through the rooms, hand in hand, like good children. 
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A LITTLE HOTTSE WELL FILLED. 18 

All the appointments were inspected and admired ; 
and the Eustace Winchesters passed a delightful morn- 
ing, in spite of their inauspicious beginning. 

Small passages at arms called " tiffs" were a little 
common, I am afraid, in the lives of these people. 
They sometimes, in their hours of serene good humor, 
made jokes over their finished squabbles : often they 
promised themselves and each other to avoid them in 
future ; but the habit of saying sharp things is not 
' easily conquered ; and scarcely a day passed without 
words being exchanged, which had better have been 
'eft unsaid ; still they regarded these little affairs as 
mere trifles, and not the dimmest idea ever dawned on 
them, that it might be possible to undermine their 
love, or spoil their lives. Many married couples seem 
to hold these opinions ; but when we reflect, that 
our intimate memories of those we love are indelibly 
stamped upon our souls with the precise expressions 
of face they showed us at certain minutes of our 
intercourse with them, making a scornful eye-flash, a 
provoking curl of the lip, an irritating scowl, part 
and parcel of a picture we are forced to keep before 
us through life, it seems worth while to make the best 
we can of our faces and voices, and of ourselves gen- 
erally. 

While peeping into presses stored with linen, piled 
with blankets, while counting the silver which boun- 
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14 A LITTLE HOUSE WELL FILLED. 

teous friends had lavished upon them, admiring the 
numberless costly gifts which had made the present 
chamber such a gorgeous place, on their wedding-day, 
m the old " Wolcott homestead," Eustace and Bessie 
were so frolicsome and chatty, and happy, that it 
seemed impossible that any disagreements or " tiffs " 
could spring up to mar their pleasure in each other ; 
unfortunately tiffs rise as easily on the matrimonial 
horizon, as thunder-showers burst from summer clouds. 

Bessie Wolcott was the eldest daughter of a rich 
father, as Eustace Winchester was the son of an- 
other. 

When they fell in love, and g-nnounced to their 
respective families their intention of taking a little 
stroll adown the vale of life, which is entered by the 
wicket gate called matrimony, the delighted fathers 
put together their dear old heads and consulted. 

Not so well covered with curling locks were the 
two heads, as on that day when their warm hearts 
had chosen partners and set out on the same journey. 

There were wrinkles and care-lines on the faces of 
the old friends, but their souls were young yet, and as 
they joked and figured on the backs of letters, and 
paced, arm and arm, up and down under the trees, 
smoked in the twilight, they laughed a good deal, and 
chuckled over their good stories, and finally they ar- 
rived at a result. Jointly they agreed to take the 
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k LITTLi: HOUSE WELL FILLED. 15 

expenses of the young couple till such time as the 
great medical practice which Eustace talked of 
achieving, sho.uld set his income on so sure a footing 
as to make superfluous any assistance from anybody. 

The general tenor of Dr. Winchester's remarks 
might lead one to infer that he expected a rush of 
patients thronging his office, and clamoring at his 
night-bell, and that he kept himself continually in 
fighting trim, like the Israelites in the wilderness, 
shoes on his feet and staff in his hand ; but in reality 
he took life easily. His coat was sometimes scented 
with drugs or carbolic acid, and he carried in an inner 
pocket a neat, costly little case of instruments for 
exigencies — which he had never got an opportunity to 
use. Once he came near being in at a runaway acci- 
dent, which broke a man's leg, only his mare made 
such tremendous time that he was round the corner 
and out of sight so soon that he did not know any 
casuality had occurred on that spot till he read an 
account in the Evening Post 

A case of sunstroke sent for him while he was at 
dinner, but he had half a dozen mushrooms on his 
plate, and he felt hflngry, and he told the messenger 
he would be along after a while. It was ten o'clock 
before he reached the address, and the man had called 
another doctor, and got well. 

Eustace Winchester had never felt any impelling 
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16 A LITTLE HOUSE WELL FILLED. 

motive strong enough to push him into real work. 
He would row a boat or fish all day, or walk miles and 
miles over the hills with a gun on his shoulder. That 
was pleasure. Jessie Wilmerding, his cousin, used to 
tell him he wanted shaking up. I have observed that 
people who need shaking up, and who have any stuff 
in them to make the shaking worth while, are quite 
apt to get all that is good for them. 

When Fate shakes up a bachelor she may set him 
down again at her leisure, and nobody hurt, but when 
she pounces on a manned man the sifting process is 
almost certain to involve a number of collateral inter- 
ests, which may prove benefits or calamities according 
to the value and purity of the material in hand. 

One year of the joint lives of Eustace and Bessie 
Winchester had passed before the morning on which 
we found them exulting and "tiffing" in their new 
house. 

Boarding-house existence is supposed to be the 
proper starting for young couples, who, like small 
bears, have all their sorrows before them ; but Bessie 
did not take kindly to the narrow limits of a third 
floor, with people over her head and more people under 
her feet. 

She grumbled at the long flights of stairs, she com- 
plained that Mrs. Botherbody came into her parlor, 
and stayed on hours and hours, frittering away her 
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time, and preventing her plans. She had lived all hei 
days in a great square hoase on the Esperanza hills, 
lighted by God's bounteous sunshine, visited by all 
the winds that blow, and she said if she must live in a 
block, with people on each side of her, she must, at 
least, have a house to herself. 

In fact, it was nearly necessary that she should 
have a quiet home, secure from the tattle and gossip 
of idle, thriftless women. It was time to end the 
struggle of a life where the provider is the natural 
enemy of the provided, and it needs finessing to secure 
the commonest comforts. 

Papa Wolcott therefore purchased and furnished a 
house on Murray Hill, installing his children therein 
with his blessing. Papa Winchester nimbly agreed 
to furnish a liberal allowance to keep the pot boiling 
as long as needful. 

The morning waxed and the cathedral chimes of 
the bronze clock in the drawing-room told twelve, 
before Bessie had quite finished her examination of 
her treasures, and Eustace grew weary of the amuse- 
ment at last. 

" I believe I'll run down to the office, Bess. We'll 
hang the pictures this evening." 

" I suppose you ought, Eustace, and I do not mean 
to keep you away from your business, much as I like 
having joa here. I expect you to be a great doctor." 
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18 A LITTLE nOUSE WELL FILLED. 

" Oh, yes, of course. I intend to rise in my pro- 
fession. I must see about a good horse for my phaeton. 
Nothing is of more consequence to a doctor than his , 
turnout, and I mean to have mine stunning. I have 
got about the neatest office in town — all the chairs in 
red leather, and a private room with everything com- 
fortable and complete for delicate consultations. By 
the way, did I tell you I had a patient yesterday ? 
Not a patient, exactly, either. A little chit of a girl 
came into my office and wanted a love-philter to get 
back her young man, whose affections had been stolen 
from her." 

" Not really, Eustace ? You surely don't mean to 
tell me there is a girl on earth so silly as that ?" 

" Yes, indeed, Bess ; she was in heart-earnest, too. 
She begged for the chann with tears in her eyes, and 
she looked the very picture of despair when I told her 
I could not help her. I wished, after she was gone, 
that I had inquired into her story, and given her some 
good advice out of the repertoire of my experience." 

" You may be thankful if your experience makes 
you wise enough to manage your wife," replied Bessie, 
curtly. 

" What if I were to get up a patent powder, dollar 
a cure, warranted to make lovers faithful — purely vege- 
table — couldn't I win the eternal gratitude of scoreaf 
of sick souls ?" 
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A LITTLE HOUSE WELL FILLED. 19 

" Pshaw, Eustace ! there is no medicine for lost 
love ; nothing can ever heal the wound inflicted by 
desertion or wrong. When love dies such a death, 
the only thing is to bury it deep — out of sight." 

" You couldn't kill your love for me, Bess ?" 

" You might, Eustace. I feel quite sure that if you 
neglected me, or did some other things husbands do, 
and I got estranged to a certain degree, I never could 
get back again, even to friendship. I am afraid I 
shouldn't try." 

'^ And what do you suppose I should do under like 
provocation ?" 

" I don't want to suppose. Don't let's talk about 
such things ; it isn't nice. We are good, true people ; 
nothing can ever happen to us. We serve God and 
keep His commandments, and our days shall be long 
in the land." 

'^ And our children shall rise up and call us blessed." 

" Perhaps," replied Bessie, smiling. 
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30 MOTHEK-IN-LAW ON THE BAMPAGX. 

CHAPTER n. 
M0THBE-I3Sr-LAW ON THE BAMPAQE. 

R EUSTACE whistled all the way down 
town, and seemed to enjoy his walk and 
his thoughts immensely. 

He had hardly deposited his hat and 
gloves, and his natty little cane, on his office table, 
when Mrs. Winchester, mamma-in-law, quite unex- 
pectedly arrived at the house up-town, where Bessie 
was busy hanging up dresses, laying aw£ty laces and 
trinkets, singing softly to herself as she moved about 
her pretty rooms, feeling so delightfully safe from 
Mrs. Botherbody, so good and serene, that no trivial 
event ouglvt to have power to upset her, or disturb her 
beautiful tranquillity. Perhaps mamma-in-law could 
scarcely be called a trivial event, and, of course, it was 
the most natural thing in the world that she should 
come down from Esperanza on her way to New Or- 
leans — ^her husband had preceded her by a couple of 
weeks, and taken with him Miss Jacobs and the chil- 
dren. 

Between near relations and intimate friends no 
warning is needed of an intended visit ; our hearts 
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and homes are supposed to be perennially ready for 
such surprises. 

There was not the slightest apparent reason for the 
sinking spirits which Bessie experienced when she 
heard the well-known, wheezy, high-keyed voice in 
the hall below, nor for the " Oh, dear ! how dreadful ! 
What will become of me ?" accompanying the heavy 
sigh which escaped her. 

To do Bessie justice, it was not inhospitality which 
moved her, but she felt such newness in her place, 
such uncertainty about the domestic machine she had 
got to govern, that she dreaded the watchful eyes she 
knew were about to scan critically all her proceed- 
ings. 

Bessie knew that she was not mother-in-law's 
choice for Eustace's wife. A certain rich widow 
named Gumrill had been persistently thrown at his 
head, in that Esperanza summer, which preceded her 
engagement to him. Bessie knew it, but she didn't 
care at all ; the widow had gone away unmated, and 
she had married her lover. 

Meantime mamma-in-law is puffing up the stairs ; 
there is no help for it, she must be made welcome 
coute qtie covte. 

Perhaps Bessie ought to have felt complimented 
by the visit. Mrs. Percival Pendragon, nee Penelope 
Winchester, had a house on the avenue, much grander 
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than the one on Murray Hill, with quite a boarding 
house of servants, and everything on a most magnifi- 
cent scale. It could hardly have been affection which 
dictated the choice, judging from the dissatisfied face 
which mamma-in-law brought with her ; but, whatever 
decided her, here she was, and here she proposed to 
stay till an escort could be found to take the responsi- 
bility of her southern journey. 

There were gentlemen in town who had, on pre- 
vious occasions, protected her during the trip, but 
they, one and all, desired to be excused from a second 
performance of the task. Such shifting of state-rooms, 
such trotting on errands, such grumbling and fault- 
finding, were too much. Business friends, who would 
have gone all lengths to oblige Mr. Winchester legiti- 
mately, politely but positively avoided the charge of 
of his better-half ; so that she was likely to be Bessie's 
guest some while before a man, brave or inexperienced 
enough to accept the office of general waiter, could be 
hunted out. 

Wolcott money had purchased Bessie's house, and 
Wolcott taste had furnished it. 

What woman was ever entirely satisfied with a 
daughter-in-law, except that one in the poem, who 
said : 

"A sweeter woman ne'er drew breath, 
Than my son's wife Elisabeth "? 
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A most remarkable case, and worthy of being made 
immortal by Jean Ingelow. Mrs. Winchester never 
would have made such a statement, and she was just 
as ready to find fault with the house and its plenishing 
as with its plump, pretty mistress. She did more 
peeping and sniffing and disparaging, while being 
shown the rooms, than Bessie relished. 

"Bless you, my dear," said she, "you mustn't 
think this is the only house in New York. It is very 
pretty and neat. Anything looks nice when it is fresh. 
It is plenty good enough for beginnei-s. Oh ! mar- 
quetrie ; pity it is so coarse and ill-joined. T wish you 
could see some tables Mrs. Fogg Foggson brought 
home from Europe. You would feel like sending 
yours up to the attic. If your mother had consulted 
me, I could have taken her to the right place to buy 
these things. There is a great deal in knowing where 
and when to shop." 

Bessie was, as you may have conjectured, a trifle 
quick-tempered, and before half the rooms were gone 
over she became much rumpled in the feathers of her 
mind, and had hard work to maintain a polite exterior 
toward Eustace's mother. By the time she reached 
the library, which was her especial pet and admiration, 
she was nearly past smiling. 

Mamma-in-law shook out the curtains and portieres 
of gold brocade which shaded the doors and windows^ 
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and dropped them from her limp grasp as things an- 
worthy their office and her notice. 

" Oh ! yes, heavy and costly enough. I don't like 
them at all myself ; they make a room feel so fluffy 
and close ; but that is a matter of choice. I'm pecu- 
liar. I never could understand how folks can go into 
a store where they have all colors to select from, and 
come away with a lot of yellow stuff. I see you have 
the dreadful color everywhere. Really, it is quite 
dazzling !" 

" Well, you must have funny eyes, Mrs. Winches- 
ter. How you can call dead gold yellow. There is 
not a bit of the color in this library ; except one Louis 
Quartorze chair, and even that is pale amber. I 
would consult an oculist. I should be afraid I was 
losing my ability to discern shades. My carpet i» 
perfectly neutral in tints, and the frieze and dado are 
dark moss. My mamma has perfect taste ; sLe took 
ever so much trouble to furnish my rooms to please 
me, and they do please me." 

"My rooms ! Oh, you mean your bed-ch*\nber 
and that. It sounded at first as if you were claLning 
the whole house, exclusive of poor Eustace." 

" I do claim it ; it is mine. I like it particularly 
because my papa gave it to me. He thinks the wife 
ought to own the homestead ; my mamma has the 
deeds of hers. That is our Wolcott way of arranging 
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things. I expect U> take all the care and responsibil- 
ity of my home, and it is proper that I should feel my 
right to everything it contains. I enjoy it." 

"And does Eustace enjoy it? That's the point. 
Does he relish being second-best where he ought to be 
master ? You must excuse me, but you know I am 
naturally anxious for my son's happiness. I always 
have been. If he had heard to me sometimes it would 
have been better for him." 

The mysterious wagging of mamma-in-law's head, 
and her lugubrious tone, provoked Bessie : 

" Yes, ma'am," she answered significantly, " I re- 
member you have tried to manage his affairs, without 
marked success. I don't believe you need feel much 
anxiety about your son, if he behaves himself." 

"Behaves himself! What an odd expression to 
use, as if your husband was a boy in roundabouts I 
Bessie, you are so droll ! Yes, I would put that easy- 
chair in the corner now with a foot-rest in front of it. 
How comfortable I I can fancy Eustace seated there 
with a cigar in his mouth, the very picture of luxurious 
ease. I shall admire to think of him so, when I am 
far away." 

" Eustace won't smoke in this room ; he has a den 
on purpose up-stairs : where he can play billards 
too." 

" But, my dear, you won't banish him, I hope : for 
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my part, it is quite a comfort to me, that he does 
smoke, — men say it s jothes them so — quiets their pur- 
turbed feelings." 

" I don't know why Eustace needs soothing. I am 
sure he has no trouble." 

"Petty worries, — small vexations, my dear. If 
you happen to be a little out of sorts, he can take a 
cigar, and not mind it, you know." 

" He can take a dozen, if he pleases, but I won't 
have them here. I hate the smell of stale tobacco," 

" My darling ""Bessie, how monstrous queer your 
talk does sound. I have always supposed the musts 
and shalls, and won'ts and wills, belong to the coat and 
hat side of the marriage relation. I should never 
dream^f laying down the law that way to Mr. Win- 
chester." 

Bessie took no pains to conceal her amusement at 
this statement, it being a well-known fact that the 
large-hearted, generous gentleman was so talked blind, 
and nagged, and bothered, by his wife, that his best 
friends would have made a joke of him, if his excellent, 
estimable character had not held them in check. 

" I wouldn't try to make Eustace mind, if I were 
you," added mamma-in-law. 

Now, Bessie wished and intended to be a good 
wife to her big boy, and to manage her little temper 
as well as she could, under all provocations, mother-in* 



Digitized by 



Googk 



IfOTHER-IN-LAW ON THE BAMPAGB. 27 

law included. Yet her voice shai-pened, and her 
cheeks reddened, and a vision of cutting repartees she 
might make, rose and fought the air before her, as she 
tried hard to hold herself in check. 

"I don't wish to make him mind I I should 
despise him, if I could ; but I do expect that he will 
pay as much attention to my wishes as I do to his. If 
he don't, he is not fit to be a husband, and I shall let 
him understand that I think so." 

" Oh, well, my dear, hot-headed child, don't get 
miffed." 

" That's where Eustace gets that abominable word : 
he shall not use it to me again," thought Bessie. " I 
consider it insulting." 

" As you say Bessie, my dear, this is your house, 
bought with your father's money, deeded to you. I 
foresaw trouble when it was fixed so, but I kept my 
mouth shut. It is only natural that you should want 
Eustace to mind you here, — not very pleasant for 
him ; and I am afraid he will give you trouble before 
you break him in. I never liked the use of tobacco 
myself, but I had to put up with it. I felt it my duty 
to strive to make my husband happy in his house, and 
it has been my daily prayer, that I might make little 
of myself, and much of Mr. Winchester. You must 
excuse me, Bessie, if I speak a word now and then for 
my son ; I trust you will one day understand a 
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mother's feelings. I have thought Eastace was rathe? 
sober." 

" I hope he is, ma'am." 

" That's right, turn it into a joke. You notice the 
lack of his old flow of spirits, don't you ? — how he did 
use to carry on with Berintha Gumrill, — so light- 
hearted ! so gay, — you mustn't think I am in his con- 
fidence. I don't know why he is so low and down- 
spirited lately." 

" I am at a loss to comprehend you. If Eustace 
has any trouble, he has not told me, and if he has been 
running to you with complaints — " 

Bessie stopped to stare ^ at mamma-in-law. There 
was such an exasperating smile on her face ; such a 
flabby, sickly smile ; and she ended in a high key : " I 
do believe he has. I'll make him sorry for it." 

There is no knowing what might have oome of this 
train of thought in Bessie's mind, or what more ex- 
pression the dame might have put into her head- 
shakes ; the wife's patience was well-nigh gone, and 
her hot blood thumped through her veins in hard, 
rapid throbs ; all her pleasure in Eustace and her house 
was blurred, and she felt ferociously indignant with his 
meddling mother. 

Fortunately, a visitor was announced, and it be- 
came a necessity to forget herself and try some polite 
society talk ; but all the while she was listening and 
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replying to the airy trifles of the fine lady in silks and 
jets, she was thinking how mamma-in-law looked dol- 
ing out her " my dears," and " my loves," and what a 
nasty expression she had on her fat face, and wishing 
she could have her own helpful mother to visit her, 
full of home-rest and comfort ; and wondering what 
the dame meant by saying Eustace was sober, and 
what he would say when she taxed him with running 
to his mother with stories about her. 

"I'd live on bread and water all my days if I 
thought I should ever get so big-faced and horrid as 
she is — it will be a mercy if the child does not look 
like her — ' Oh, yes, Mrs. Flittery, real, and more than 
a hundred years old ' — I do hope she will find some- 
body to take her out to New Orleans. I am sure 
Eustace feels her a restraint, too, though he won't 
show it ; he makes it a part of his religion to be at- 
tentive to his parents. — * Tickets for the home concert ? 
Oh, yes, I'll take five or six. I shan't go, of course, 
but I can give them away.' — Now it will have to be 
mother here, and mother there, all the while, and no 
fun or frolic while she stays. — * Oh ! thank you, Mrs. 
Flittery, I don't attend the opera this year,' " 

While Bessie had been boiling and seething inside, 
and. trying hard to preserve the outward semblance of 
ease and satisfaction, her visitor finished her call and 
rustled away. 
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Up among the bills, the Wolcotts and Winches- 
ters had been in the habit of considering themselves 
pretty well acquainted — their summer houses joined. 
Esperanza and Maplewood lay side by side, and such 
good friends were their occupants that no dividing 
fences were needed between the smooth meadow which 
sloped from the old Wolcott homestead to the apple- 
orchard and flower-garden of the Winchesters, and the 
winding walk which squirmed about the Esperanza 
grounds took a bee line under the straight shade of 
the old maples which bordered its neighbor's wall, 
keeping its course as the crow flies right up to the 
hospitable door, which stood always ajar to the 
friends. 

All fetes and merry-makings were grand reunious 
of the whole force of the two households, and they 
guessed with twenty questions and disputed over the 
results, they acted proverbs, and the like, to the enter- 
tainment of all, even the servants ; who pronounced 
on the amusements of their betters from a sort of gal- 
lery, allotted by common consent to their use, in front 
of the piazza windows. 

Mrs. Winchester had a character known and read 
of all — idle, selfish, conceited, ease-loving — one of 
those women who make the cares and ailments of ma- 
ternity an excuse from any distasteful exertion ; whose 
nerves and pains are ready to do service perennially j 
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whose whims and fancies are paramount, and must be 
constantly taken into account by husband and chil- 
dren. 

As mother-in-law — ^jealous of my son's rights and 
dignities — Mrs. Winchester was able to come out in a 
force and strength which left all her previous aggres- 
sions far in the back-ground. 

"I'll lie down now, if you please, Bessie," said she, 
when she had exhausted her comments upon the style 
and dress of the departed visitor. 

She went — not like the galley-slave, scourged to 
his dungeon — but sustained by an unfaltering trust 
that she could make a good de^l more mischief when 
she waked up. So she wrapped the drapery of her 
couch about her, and laid her down to pleasant dreams. 

While the beauty sleep was accomplishing its min- 
istry, and the heavenly curtains of her eyes were gently 
closed, her Hps puffed and puffed with her exhaling 
breath, as if she were still pooh-poohing Bessie's treas- 
ures, depreciating them in her dreams. 

Meanwhile, Eustace's wife sat up-stairs in her 
superb chamber, but she was not enjoying her luxu- 
ries. The dressing-room, mirror-lined, where she had 
in the morning gleefully welcomed her husband into 
her looking-glass world, close to herself, hand in hand, 
and cheek to cheek, was empty. Mamma-in-law had 
breathed on the French plate, which had reflected the 
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two young smiling faces ; she pronounced it green, 
she discovered a flaw in the amalgam, a crack in the 
frame. The vazez were stale, the pictures flat ; the 
ebony furniture unprofitable ; even the sequin girl, 
leaning her cheek on her round wrist, and looking out 
with .sweet, dreamy eyes, was no longer charming. 
That was a pity, because Eustace said, not two hours 
before, that the beauty of the pictured face was her 
beauty, and had exacted a promise, that after a cer- 
tain event, she would don just such a gold-trimmed 
cap, and amber vest ; and sit to an artist " for fun," 
he said, to see how much lovelier you would be, than 
that painter's dream. 

Mamma-in-law ridiculed the plan, and denied the 
resemblance. 

Bessie had yet another grievance : Mrs. Winches- 
ter was in the best guest-chamber. When shown in 
she had sniffed and sniffed, and said ; 

" Any place will do for an old woman, my dear. I 
make it a rule to put up with all sorts of discomforts 
way from home ; but I must protest against these hair 
pillows, I dare say, they suit the hard Wolcott 
heads well enough, but, as Berentha Gumrill says, 
I prefer a rail, or a Japanese log. Do tako them 
away.'' 
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CHAPTER m. 

SMOKE. 

HEN Dr. Winchester came home to dinner, 
he skipped three stairs at a time up to his 
wife's room, to brush his hair and indulge 
in a little chat, which always prefaced im- 
portant duties on his part, such as paying visits, at- 
tending church, and the like ; and which he counted 
the most thoroughly enjoyable minutes of his whole 
day. 

The uncertainties which hovered around such epochs 
perhaps intensified their interest, it being a truth, that 
sharp shots and miffs sometimes chequered them, but 
Bessie's shots were so telling and so piquant that a 
sense of amusement generally mingled with his vexa- 
tion, and he laughed quite as often as he got angry. 

To-day he found his spouse in a cloudy state of 
face, and with a defiant perk of the head which boded 
mischief, and a sharp incisive manner of speech, totally 
different from the dimpled smiles and degage abandon 
and insouciance of the serenely sweet lady from whom 
he parted so lately ago. 

Of course he was all curiosity to learn the meaning 
of the new departure ; his many questions as to what 
2* 
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could be the matter, only procured him a short 
answer : 

" Nothing." 

That reply scarcely contained sufficient information 
to satisfy his inquiring mind, and pursuing the theme 
through devious windings, he finally arrived at this 
announcement, which mighjt or might not have a 
bearing on the subject in hand : 

" Your mother has come." 

A certain fearful looking-for, was evidently one 
result of his sunmiing up of cause and effect, as his 
underlip dropped, and a vague blankness crept into 
his eyes. 

Bessie's talk continued to be as concise as Van 
Troll's chapter on the Ophidic of Ultima Thule, 
which contains these six words : 

" There are no snakes in Iceland." 

Poor Eustace got much less entertainment out of 
his chat than he had reasonably counted on. 

They were scarcely seated at table, when niamma-in- 
law, being refreshed with her repose, sailed into seas 
of amiable conversation. 

" Well, Bessie, my dear, have you got Eustace into 
the nice, new straight-jacket that you told me about ?" 

Bessie tried not to see the flaccid smile which em- 
bellished the dame's inquiry ; but her wheezy, high- 
keyed voice jarred on every nerve in her body. 
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" I beg pardon, ma'am ; but 1 haven't the remotest 
idea of your meaning. You will have to explain." 

"I am afraid you are not doing yourself justice, 
my dear. You know Mr. Winchester often calls you 
his sharp little Bess, and you cannot so soon forget 
our conversation about Eustace and his cigar and the 
rules you had made to govern him in your house. 
Oh, fie, my love, how red you are !" 

Eustace's face was getting somewhat out of its 
best contour, for several reasons ; first, his recent dis- 
appointment ; second, his mother^s speech, which 
rasped him ; then the ducks were tough, and the new 
carver was duller than Bessie's temper at that precise 
moment. 

"There was an advertisement in this morning's 
paper which I think might interest you, ma'am," re- 
marked Bessie ; " a medicine called * anti-fat,' for 
dreadfully stout people. Why don't you try it ?" 

Eustace felt inclined to laugh at his wife's diver- 
sion of the subject, but reflecting that she was trifling 
with his mother, he changed his mind and frowned. 
As for the dame, she was silenced for an instant, and 
could only gasp feebly. 

"Please help your mother first, Eustace," said 
Bessie. 

"Which means that I am to eat my dinner in 
silence. Why don't you let your lips say it out, my 
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dear? Words could not make your thought much 
plainer than your eyes do ; but I will not be hindered 
from speaking to my poor boy. I assure you, Eus- 
tace, my feelings have been much tried to-day. Your 
wife has been laying down the law in fine style. You 
are to be kept in good order in her hx>use. No smok- 
ing allowed. The new curtains seem to be of more 
consequence than your comfort. You'll have to come 
back to mother for petting, I am afraid, after all." 

Mr. Winchester looked across at his wife, who 
glowered and said nothing, and it occurred to him 
that she was taking a good deal upon herself, and was 
not behaving at all as she ought at the head of his 
table. 

" It is one thing to make laws, and quite another 
to enforce them, you'll find, Bessie." 

" That's precisely what I told the dear girl," re- 
plied mamma-in-law, triumphantly. 

As his wife still maintained a rigid silence, Eustace 
said, 

"Do you really object to my smoking?" 

"In our drawing-room ^or library — ^yes. I see no 
good reason why you should poison the air with your 
vile tobacco, like an old country tavern." 

" You never objected to my cigar at Esperanza or 
Maplewood." 

" Of course not. It is not my business to reform 
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promiscuous young men ; but now that I have married 
you the case is different. I am responsible, in a man- 
ner, for your behavior." 

"Why didn't you begin at Mrs. O'Hara's, then?" 

" That was only a boarding-house, and all the men 
made chimneys of their heads. I knew you hadn't 
moral strength to be singular. This is our home I we 
ought to lead pure lives in it, and not pollute it with 
any vices." 

" Vices, Bess ? Please be careful what you say." 

" Why, my love, if you go on at this rate, you will 
make Eustace out quite a bad character." 

Bessie replied to her husband, ignoring entirely 
the dame's remark : 

" Everybody knows that tobacco is a poison. One 
drop of its oil is enough to kill a dog. It is a vile 
habit to use it. I consider an inveterate smoker only 
one degree better than an opium-eater. That is what 
I honestly think, though I have refrained from saying 
it out of respect to youi* feelings, and you may thank 
your mother that I have said it now." 

"Eustace, you are getting complimented," spoke 
up mamma-in-law ; "but this is Bessie's house, you 
know. Our dear, out-spoken darling has been telling 
me how pleased she feels that everything here belongs 
to her. You'll have to hide up your cigars till you 
come home. A mother is a mother all the days of 



Digitized by 



Googk 



38 SMOKE. 

her life. You and I are only visitors here ; we must 
try Dot to displease the mistress." 

Eustace looked at his wife. She had spoken posi- 
tively but not unkindly. She certainly had a right to 
her opinions. He knew tobacco was disagreeable to 
her, and remembered that thus far she had been self- . 
denying enough to permit him to smoke in her pres- 
ence, and had refrained from troubling him with her 
feelings. If he had rested there, and dropped the dis- 
cussion, all might have gone well; but as he contrasted 
her unsmiling face with his mother's blandness, he 
felt her attitude toward him to be an improper one, 
and he desired to have her understand that she must 
not meddle with his habits or pleasures ; his manhood 
and dignity, being called in question, ought to be sus- 
tained. Failing to see the right place to assert him- 
self grandly, he degenerated into irritation, which did 
him no credit. 

"I wish this knife was not as dull as a hoe," 
exclaimed he, plying the steel upon its edge, with rasp- 
ings calculated to jar delicate nerves. 

" Be careful, Eustace ! Don't find fault with Bessie's 
property, ha ! ha ! ha !" said mother-in-law. 

" Confound Bessie's property ! If I am to have that 
thrust upon me at every turn, I shall take leave." 

" Nobody has thrust anything, Eustace, except your 
mother," replied Bessie ; " and if you go on knocking 
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down the-spoons, and hacking thc^e birds as if you 
were cutting up a subject, I shall take leave and go 
np stairs. I haven't the nerves of a cannibal." 

"Now Bessie, child, I beg and pray that you won't 
get into one of your tempers over my little pleasantry, 
I will be circumspect hereafter in my son's house. I 
beg your pardon, in your house. Don't mind my 
tears, Eustace, I never can help crying when I feel 
hurt ; let me go up-stairs out of the way." 

" Nonsense, Mother," said Eustace, trying to laugh. 
" Let us talk of something else. By the way, Bessie, 
did you know that Stephen King had gone into the 
grocery line? I wonder how Elegant Steve feels, 
weighing out tea and sugar behind a counter." 

" Anything is better than idleness ; one can't help 
respecting a man who earns his bread before he eats 
it," retorted Bessie, crisply. 

"And yet you willingly married me, when I had 
never earned a dime in my life." 

"I did. I saw possibilities in you, which I ex- 
pected you to realize." 

" It seems I ought to take off my coat and go to 
work to keep the good opinion of my wife." 

" Why Bessie, your husband is a physician." 

"Is he, ma'am ? Whom has he cured ?" 

" Not his wife's temper, at all events. I am afraid 
I hav6 not skill or science to reach that, hey, Mother?" 
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•* Don't appeal to me, my son— don't. I daren't say 
my soul is my own in Bessie's house. Oh, dear, now I 
am in trouble, positively I shall leave at once. Call a 
hack, Eustace ; I'm going down to Penelope's," said 
mamma-in-law, plaintively, as she feigned to rise from 
the table in much haste and emotion. 

" Sit down. Mother, compose yourself. You hurt 
my feelings to speak of leaving us. You hurt Bessie's, 
too ; we won't hear of Mother's going, will we ?" 

" I hope Mrs. Winchester will do just what suits 
her best. If she sees fit to visit me, as she planned 
herself, I shall of course do all I can to render her 
stay agreeable. Thus far, I think she can accuse me 
of no remissness ! Susan, I left my handkerchief up 
stairs." 

As the waitress went to fetch it, Bessie remarked 
with contemptuous emphasis, " This style of conversa- 
tion must be as improving to my servant, as it is 
refreshing to me. You will find the croquettes de- 
licious. Mrs. Winchester, pray help yourself." 

As the dinner was good, and mamma-in-law was 
hungry, she subsided from sniffing and talking into 
eating. Eustace piled her plate with dainties, of 
which she partook steadily, but under protest, making 
occasional pauses, to sigh in an injured and plaintive 
manner, while considering what to take next. 

Not much more was said, and as soon as her duties 
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were over, Bessie swept from the room with as mnch 
dignity as a chubby woman could be expected to as- 
sume under the circumstances. 

Eustace's eyes followed her exit in a sort of admir- 
ing displeasure. 

** Whether frown or smile be sweeter, 
Whether smile or frown be fleeter." 

As the couplet passed through his mind, he experi- 
enced a feeling of half shame, that he was eating the 
bread of idleness ; that up to the passing hour he had 
been of no use to his kind, even in the profession he 
had chosen ; richly deserving his wife's fling at him. 
It was not the first time by many, that she had ex- 
pressed her ideas on the subject : he was conscious that 
she wished to honor him for his industry and ability ; 
she wanted to be proud of him in a high place he had 
conquered for his standing ; among his peers. 

" When you really are a doctor, Eustace, I shall 
visit all your poor patients, and carry them jellies and 
things, and how I shall like to have them praise your 
skill, and your energy, and your kindness." 

This was what Bessie said to him one day, when 
he was vaguely rambling on about the vast results 
which were, somehow to come to him, somewhere in 
his future. 

Not much time for good thoughts or resolutions, 
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was vouchsafed him, just now, however ; his mother 
seized him by the button, as soon as Bessie had van- 
ished, and began to pour complaints and suggestions 
into his ears. Her house, his smoking, her dreadful 
temper, his hard lot, his dismal future, her disap- 
pointment, her anxieties, made a detestable muddle, to 
which he felt it his duty to attend respectfully. 

" I am in sad earnest. I ought to leave you this 
very night. I can't bear to see Bessie's face all frowns, 
and as red as fire every time I open my mouth with 
the least innocent remark. Of course, it must make 
you even more uncomfortable than it does me, because 
I know you are mortified to have your mother treated 
so. You go get me a carriage, there's a good boy, 
and I'll run down to Penelope's. After I am out of 
the way maybe she'll come out of her tantrum, and 
you'll have some peace of your life. Poor Eustace ! 
to think it could have come out so ! But you must try 
to make the best of it ; I don't mean to interfere be- 
tween man and wife ; but you know your father 
always does just as he pleases ; if he wanted to smoke 
in my bed-room, he would, in spite of all I could say. 
You'll have to make a stand ! Yes, I'll leave you ; 
never mind if it does look as if I was turned on to the 
street to the servants, — anything for your peace." 

"Impossible, Mother, — the thing is not to be 
thought of for a moment. You mustn't mind Bessie ,• 
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she is not qnite well. I thought you women always 
made allowances for each other in such oases. We 
must put up with her little ways." 

"You can swallow tartness and shortness, if you 
wanV to, Eustace ; but as for me, I don't relish such 
treatment. It is her duty to apologize to her hus- 
band's mother ; here I am under your roof for the 
first time, and I have rights here, which I don't feel 
like giving up. Though I despise being made a fuss 
over, I must have a welcome. She as good as told 
me, I might leave as soon as I pleased, and her face 
said the sooner the better. You can't deny it." 

" Now, Mother I" 

" There is no * now mother ' about it. If I stay 
here to-night, Bessie '11 have to come and ask me. I 
will face the howling blast, and the raging storm, if 
she don't, if I have to go a-f oot ; and a pretty scandal 
it will make." 

"You do Bessie wrong, Mother. I know she 
feels kindly at heart, — she has talked about your 
coming." 

Eustace, naughty boy as he was, smiled inwardly, 
as he remembered how his wife's comments on the 
dame's visit had not been of the most enthusiastic sort. 
Only that morning, while they were looking at the 
guest-room, she had said : 

" I suppose your mother will have to come here. 
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before she goes out to New Orleans. How long do 
you suppose she will stay ?" 

" Long enough to inspect your housekeeping, and 
give you lots of advice." 

" Well, Eustace, I hope she won't meddle." 

Mr. Winchester recalled this conversation ; and he 
felt that his parent had meddled, and that his wife 
was not patient under the trial ; however, seeing but 
one path before him, he most unwillingly left the dame 
wagging her head, and mounted to his wife's boudoir. 
He hated the predicament, and I am afraid he mut- 
tered some anathemas upon woman-kind, as he climbed 
the stairs. He was not decided how he should pro- 
ceed, whether jto carry the affair with the high hand, 
or to step softly, humbly mediating. 

He found Bessie seated before a window of her 
" inner-rest," and she spared him further perplexity, as 
she was much too angry not to boil over in words, as 
soon as she set eyes on her husband. 

He rather agreed with her on the whole, now that 
he was face to face with her, and " no one else was 
by." He said several things on both sides, — always 
leaning to the wife's side, though, — and after some 
parley, some petting, one small tiff, and a shower of 
tears, Bessie confided to him that, though his mother 
by no means deserved any kindness or consideration, 
having been extremely rude and provoking, she would 
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for the sake of appearances, and rather than have 
Papa Winchester disturbed (she did love Papa Win 
Chester), yes, taking all into consideration, she would 
go down and invite mamma-in-law to remain. 

" I will be a lady in my own house, Eustace." 

The little stress she unfortunately laid on the ovm 
sounded unpleasantly in Eustace's ears ; but as his 
role at present was conciliation, he only said : 

" Thank you, Bess ; that's nice of you I" 

"And let us hope that she will give us as few of 
what she calls her Mittle pleasantries' as she can 
while she is here." 

" If you wouldn't bristle up, and eye her over quite 
so much, don't you think you could get along easier?" 

" Now, Eustace, I'm not a pig, nor am I Simon 
Tappertit, and I treat your mother quite as well as she 
treats me." 

"But suppose you were to surpass her in bland- 
ness, and foil her with her own weapons. When she 
smiles, you can laugh, and keep the conversation on 
delightful generalities." 

" No, Eustace, I can't and I won't ; you couldn't 
do it yourself. I shall be perfectly polite ; but I will 
not be sat on in my (yijon house." 

If Eustace had not been pressed for time, and on 
the eve of a delicate arbitration, I think he might 
have warmed up a bit with this constant repetition of 
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the own in Bessie's statements. But with the old 
lady waiting down-stairs, who must be propitiated, he 
took some pains to mollify his Bessie, as they de- 
scended, and they soon appeared in the library, hand- 
in-hand. 

Mamma-in-law received them with lenient patience, 
which seemed to apologize to herself for their mis- 
takes. She had not the slightest intention of carrying 
out her threat ; in fact, she could not make free with 
Percival Pendragon's house, uninvited ; and in the 
hush which followed her son's absence, she had been 
dreading that Bessie might prove utterly contuma- 
cious, and place her in a disagreeable dilemma. 

As soon as Bessie began to speak, and she found 
that she was to be conciliated, she assumed an injured 
expression. 

" My dear child, on one consideration I will consent 
to overlook the past, and remain your guest. You 
must take off the prohibition from my poor boy, and 
make him enough at home, that he may smoke where 
he likes." 

" Hang smoking. Mother !" exclaimed Eustace, 
firing up, especially as his wife left her hold of his 
hand and tilted her nose in a positive way he perfectly 
understood, and which nettled him always to see ; 
meantime mamma-in-law was waving off an imaginary 
storm with her fat hands, interceding for him with the 
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woman who owed him obedience, according to her 
marriage vow. 

" I have my club full of pleasant fellows, where I 
can smoke as much and as often as I feel inclined ; so 
please drop the topic once for all I'm heartily sick of it." 

"A married man has no business at a club, Eustace 
Winchester ; and if you meant to spend your time 
with a set of betting wine-bibbers, you had better 
have remained a bachelor." 

" It begins to look as if I had in any case, Bessie," 
replied Eustace, wheeling about and walking away to 
the window, where he stuffed his hands deep into his 
pockets and began to whistle. 

"Your papa goes regularly to his ciab-— the Bos- 
ton and the Louisiana. I don't knov/ but that is a 
lottery, though. At any rate, Bessie> you'll have to 
put up with what you can't help ; I al-^ays have." 

"Mrs. Winchester, will you please leave my hus- 
band and me to settle our affairs ; we have managed 
tolerably so far, and could go on if you would be so 
good as to let us alone." 

" There it is, Eustace I as plain as day, your mother 
desired — nay, orderedy to hold her tongue ! Are you 
going to stand there and let her treat me so ?" 

" Don't appeal to me. Mother. I decline to inter- 
fere in female disputes. I think you are able to fight 
it out on that line*'' 
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" I came down stairs to be polite, Eustace, but as 
both you and your mother are determined to insult 
me, I am going back again. I wish that I had stayed 
there, and I tell you, plainly, that unless you alter 
your course you will lose your chance of being 
friends with me. I am not your slave, nor your 
mother's either. Men who take sides with meddlers 
against their wives don't deserve to have any." 

And away went Bessie in a high passion. 




CHAPTER IV. 
GOUTTE A GOUTTE. 

OME things, says De Quincey, advance con- 
tinuously like a flood or a fire, which always 
make, an end of A, eat and digest it before 
they go on to B. There was an influence 
at work which marched straight toward the destruc- 
tion of the domestic peace of the Eustace Winches- 
ters ; and it needed good sense and good will to 
bring them into harmony again ; but only a slight 
shove in the wrong direction to send them asunder. 

Eustace was driven nearly frantic by his mother's 
whimpering complaints, and her threats to write to 
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his father how scandalously Bessie was behaving. 
His anger waxed hotter and hotter while he was 
forced to listen to the ceaseless din of words, which 
made his ears ache ; and he would have been glad to 
punish the wife up-stairs, who ought to have kept her 
temper, and been meek and forbearing, instead of 
getting him into such a ridiculous muddle. 

He did not go near her, and tacitly took sides with 
the plaintiff, plaintively plaining her woeful woes, 
leaving the lonely one to think all her bitter thoughts 
and make herself as wretched as she could. She 
improved her opportunities into a high state of indig- 
nation which would have mounted still higher, if pos- 
sible, had she known how mamraa-in-law had dared to 
bewail her son's mistake, with an " I told you so " in 
her son's hearing, in that he had neglected to accept 
Berintha Gumrill's sweetness and wealth and general 
availability as a helpmeet. 

Let us do Eustace the justice to say that the 
suggestion was received precisely as it ought to have 
been, and that the dame's lips were shut on that 
topic, for the time, at least. There can be no counting 
on the future, with such natures as Mrs. Winchester's ; 
they are liable to break out at any moment anywhere. 

It was not a very cheerful breakfast at which they 
assembled the next morning; the wife was heavy-eyed 
and sore-hearted. She would not have appeared at 
8 
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the table if she could have felt it dignified to aban- 
don her place at its head ; and she was decided to 
come down by the reflection that mamma-in-law would 
sit there, and pour Eustace's coffee, and talk her over 
while doing it. 

She was left to attend to her duties in silence while 
the mother and son conversed with great show of 
amiability. 

"I saw Mrs. Gumrill at GoupiPs," remarked the 
gentleman, in an easy, off-hand way, while buttering 
his waffle. 

It sounded like an innocent bit of information 
enough, but it brought the blood tingling into Bes- 
sie's cheeks, and considering how very plumply he 
had set down his mother, the evening before, for her 
remarks on the roly-poly widow, it seemed odd that he 
should have lugged her into family notice this morn- 
ing. Mamma-in-law smiled, now at Bessie, with an 
oily sweetness which caused her whole face to shine 
— especially her nose — as if she would say : " You 
observe, my dear — he is fond of her — ^the meeting 
was a pleasant one I" 

" Did you, indeed, Eustace ? How extremely odd. 
Where is she staying? How did she look? I should 
admir^to see Berintha again." 

" She is on Thirty-Sixth street with the Berryans ; 
she asked me to call." 
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" Of course, we must call — a civility due to our 
Esperanza guest, Bessie, love. How nice to revive 
our friendship and talk over old times. Shall we go 
this morning?" 

"You know very well, Mrs. Winchester, that I am 
not paying visits this season, and if I paid ten thou- 
sand I would never go near Mrs. Gumrill." 

"You amaze me, child I when you were such cronies 
in the country ! I hope you are not going to be one 
of those people who shake off friends as we throw 
away faded flowers. Berintha must be a good 
Judge of character, for that was her very remark 
about you last summer. She always expresses herself 
so well." 

"Your guest was no friend of mine. You may 
perhaps remember that, long as she stayed with you, 
she never got footing at Maplewood. We Wolcotts 
like sincere, honest people, womefi especially." 

"How singular! Well, I .expect Berintha was too 
sharp for you. I remember how she made me laugh 
one day ; she called you the apple-faced family, and 
said your cheeks would do to serve up for dumplings. 
Berintha is a great wit. Eustace, you were more than 
devoted to her, and, as Bessie seems determined to 
shut herself up in her shell like a plump little oyster, 
I think we had better go together, don't you? It 
won't do to ignore our guest, will it ?" 
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" Bessie will go with you, Mother. Fll send the 
carriage at eleven." 

" Don't attempt to say what I will do, Mr. Winches- 
ter, until you have some reasons." 

" Won't you go, Bessie ?" 

" No ma'am." 

" At any rate you can't refuse Eustace his right of 
giving his old friend a lunch or dinner, even if this is 
your house. All your silver and everything is so 
handsome. You might use the berry-bowl she sent you, 
Eustace." • 

" No civilities will be offered to Mrs. Gumrill with my 
consent. I don't choose to put myself out to entertain 
a person I despise. I don't think it is honest. If I like 
people I like them, and if I don't I leave them alone." 

" Really, my son," laughed mamma-in-law, " Bessie 
doesn't pick and choose her words, whatever she may 
do for her friends. I admire her frank independence, 
only I fear you will have to be particular to get her 
permission before you invite folks here ; it seems as 
if it might get irksome to you after a while." 

Bessie restrained the taunting reply which rose, to 
her lips, with a resolution truly heroic. 

" There is an easy method of getting rid of irksome- 
ness," replied Eustace, rising from the table. " Don't 
disturb yourself on my account, Mother ; I don't need 
your sympathy." 
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He stalked out into the hall, never looking at his 
wife, who sat still in her place and let him go without 
a detaining gesture. She was rather apt to indulge in 
tiffs, but she truly loved her husband and keenly felt 
his unkindness ; she might have better understood the 
sequel which the dinner brought her, if she had heard 
the whispered advice which mamma-in-law buzzed into 
her son's ears, when she paddled after him while he 
was pulling on his overcoat in the hall : 

" Eustace, my son, you ought to be firm. Don't let 
everybody see that you are henpecked ; I wouldn't 
have Berintha Gumrill suspect such a thing for the 
world. If you are only firm, Bessie will have to give 
in, and the very servants can see that you are master 
here, though she is always saying it is her house." 

She had been so often over this ground already, 
that Eustace began to feel that he must be a poltroon 
to seem to yield to his wife, and "he hardened his 
heart as in the provocation." The judiciousness of the 
dame's counsel, and his wisdom in lending an ear 
thereto, will be made plain, I trust, in the progress of 
the tale I am going to tell you. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A SLIGHT ALTEROATIOir. 

T is just possible that there may be some 
among my elegant married readers who do 
not, experimentally or otherwise, under- 
stand the little word " tiff ;" and though it 
seems malicious to disturb such blissful ignorance, we 
feel moved to " rise and explain." 

Webster defines it: ''A slight altercation." People 
in different walks of life altercate according to their 
lights : some speak of them as " scolds," " spats," 
" rows." Mrs. Maguire calls them " ruxions." Gen- 
tlefolks throw hard words at each other: Mr. and 
Mrs. Maguire make lively play with flat-irons and 
pokers. 

Tiffs are interesting when he gets "mad," and 
pelts away with the sharpest sarcasms he is capable of, 
then she gets "madder," and flings back more sneering 
taunts in fifteen minutes than he could collect in a 
week of hard thinking. Then both become unspeaka- 
lily happy. Then follows a dreary " aching void," a 
frozen Itillness, when every atom of loving life seems 
congealing with icy dumbness, and the two tiffers 
dwell so near and yet so far : till the most pliant or 
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conscientious, or forgiving nature of the two melts, 
A sigh, a smile, or a tear, freighted with a tender 
longing, mediates between the estranged souls, who 
awake afresh to the sad pleasure of loving. 

The subjects of the tiffs are often infinitesimal. 
James, having a note to meet, which looks difficult, sits 
down to his sumptuous table a little nervous and dis- 
gusted with business, and feels like venting his ill-hu- 
mored discomfort upon some safe object : where could 
he find so convenient a target for his unpleasantness as 
the partner of his sorrows ? 

James knows quite well that Amanda plumes her- 
self upon the delicate cork-screw or Corrinne curls 
clustering over her classic brow. In his moments of 
expansivehess, he perhaps rather admires them ; but 
on this particular morning he feels them a fit subject 
for fault-finding, and he hurls at them a contemptuous 
glance, as he exclaims : 

"Of all ridiculous styles of hair-dressing, orig- 
inated among you silly women, I consider the poodle- 
dog style the most disgusting." 

Amanda has had a sleepless night with her teething 
baby, and she comes to breakfast with all her nerves 
on the outside. 

"James, dear," she retorts in a super-calm^one, "I 
advise you to cease commenting upon my coiffure, till 
you leave off j)arting your locks in the middle." 
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"I have my own ideas about my head. I never 
take advice. I feel competent to manage as I please," 

" Exactly my case. I didn't begin it, you know." 

" But why will you strive to make your face uglier 
than nature itftended ? Why such useless outlay of 
trouble and bad taste ?" 

"Yes, why indeed, James!" replied Amanda, 
sharpening her voice and her temper. " Why will you 
point out the truth of the Darwinian theory, so that 
everybody must be convinced ? Why parade your 
apish progenitor ?" 

" And as for that velvet string around your 
throat," continued James, ignoring her thrust, " which 
I call your little vanity — ^" 

" You couldn't string your little vanities on fifty 
yards of the like ; no, nor on fifty thousand." 

" My precious Amanda, I always notice that you 
are apt to become flippant, when you strive to appear 
brilliant or severe." 

" Indeed ! I never suspected you of being able to 
discern the difference. I am afraid you are taking 
credit for more capacity than belongs to you. If I 
get flippant, I- don't descend to twaddle. Mrs. Samp- 
son had a ribbon precisely like mine, last night, and I 
heard you compliment her on its becomingness." 

" Mrs. Sampson has a pretty neck, my dear." 

"So had I, before I worked myself to death in 
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your houfle. If girls only knew what lives they were 
to lead, they'd never get tied up to selfish men, who 
are always praising other women, and snapping and 
snarling at their poor wives." 

He retorts ; she rejoins ; words multiply : they go 
back into all past grievances, even as far as courting 
days when he gave Miss Quipsey a bunch of rose-buds, 
or she danced with Mr. Lovejoy ; past slips and 
blunders are dragged up. The tiff gets unbearable, 
till Comfort gathers her robes about her, and flees 
away, leaving a vacant place between the frowning 
couple into which sour-faced Silence swiftly creeps, 
folding her bat's wings and horribly brooding. 

Incompatibility of temper frequently cats the nup- 
tial knot, and the divorce court is a scene of infinite 
amusement to lawyers and loungers, who crack indecent 
jokes over the troubles of the ill-fated pair, and James 
and Amanda, whom God hath joined together, slip easily 
their necks from the tiresome yoke, turn their backs 
on each other without a parting hand-clasp, or even a 
beckon of farewell, and go their several ways alone. 

Some pretend that tiffs are worth while for the 
pleasure of making up ; but I should say, with Solo- 
mon, whom I consider, from his large and various ex- 
perience, to be singularly competent to offer an opin- 
ion on this momentous subject, " Leave off tiffs before 
they be meddled with." 
8* 
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The word is rendered " contentions " in the King 
James edition, but I prefer tiffs, as being more forci- 
ble and suggestive, striking the sense with a shafp, 
trenchant meaning. 

Bessie Winchester so far controlled her anger 
after Eustace left her, as to send mamma-in-law a 
polite message that the carriage was at her disposal, 
which civility that lady made available to suit herself, 
inasmuch as she posted straight to Mrs. Penelope 
Pendragon, and poured into her willing ears a thrill- 
ing tale, well interjected with "ohs" and "ahas." 

" Such temper, my dear. Such eyes ! — you never 
saw the like ! Poor, dear Eustace, just threw himself 
away," &c. 

Penelope listened with interest, but 'she gave hei 
mother no pressing invitation to change her quarters 
and make Mr. Pendragon's house her home. On the 
contrary, she staved off any such possibility. She had 
a great many more whims than Bessie, and made the 
most of every one of them, being her mother's own 
daughter for shirking trouble and responsibility. 

While they talked over poor Bessie, she was sit- 
ting alone, full of trouble and unrest. Finding the 
house dreary and comfortless while her heart was so 
disquieted, she dressed herself, and started out for a 
walk. The fresh air and exercise did her good, and 
by the time she reached the green-house, which was 
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the object of her errand, she began to get into har- 
mony with herself, and to feel like forgiving her 
husband ; she nearly made np her mind to take a step 
toward him, and she selected carefully the flowers she 
designed for her window-garden, and which she also 
proposed to make the theme and excuse for the pleas- 
ant things she thought to say when he came. home. 
WhUe she was choosing the begonias and ferns, she 
was planning how she would invite him to help her 
arrange them in the new walnut box she had ordered 
to be fitted into the little morning-room, where she 
meant to pass her best hours — her inner-rest ; and she 
ended by making up a boutonniere^ which she would 
place on his coat when she had finished her talk with 
him. 

Bessie did not wish to be bad friends with her 
Eustace ; on the contrary, she felt the want of cud- 
dling and petting and sweet words very much, with 
the leap in the dark just ahead of her, which might 
land her in Paradise, where there would be no Eus- 
tace, or waken her into the glorious fruition of 
motherhood. 

Quite elated with her hopes and anticipations of 
the expected hour of making up, she thought about a 
seedling maple, not more than a couple of inches high, 
which Eustace had gathered out of " Bessie's Bower " 
at Esperanza, where she had helped him plan hia 
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future so mauy charming ho are, and whiah he said 
was a souvenir of their courtship, for it had taken 
root and sprung right in the middle of their sheltered 
retreat. She meant to give it a prominent place in 
her window-garden, where no purchased exotics 
should overshadow it, because what plant bought with 
money could ever be so precious to her as this tiny 
thing, which had cost Eustace trouble, and made 
him think of her love ? 

As she stepped into the street, after a finish of her 
business among the pretty, sweet-smelling things she 
loved so much, the first object on which her eyes 
lighted was the handsome landaulet sent to her only 
a week before by her father as a birthday present. 

Though her horses trotted briskly past her, she had 
time to see that mamma-in-law was seated inside, and 
also Mrs. Gumrill. 

She had hard work to keep her temper, but she re- 
flected that Eustace was not to blame, and, as the 
insult did not include him, it did not materially matter. 
She plodded along quite wearily, half repenting the 
stretch of politeness which the dame had so abused. 

She lunched alone — neither husband nor mamma-in- 
law making their appearance. A suspicion intruded 
itself that they were in Mrs. GumrilPs company. She 
banished the thought of including Eustace ; really 
trusting him too much to believe that he would out 
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rage her in that way. The arrangement oi the window 
was a wretched failure, as she was obliged to call in 
the house-maid to help her, and all the pleasure she 
had counted on in saying and hearing things became 
utterly impossible. 

It was late when mamma-in-law returned; she 
heard her below, talking loudly to the servants, giving 
directions and making comments upon her housekeep- 
ing. When Eustace came, he stopped down-stairs, 
conversing with his mother, and she saw neither of 
them till dinner was on the table. 

The dame scarcely took time to spread out her 
skirts, and change the place of every knife, fork, 
spoon, napkin, &c., within her reach, about one inch, as 
was her habit, before she burst into conversation. 

" Such a delightful morning as I have had, Bessie ! 
Who should I meet at Stewart's, but Berintha Gumrill ! 
Of course I stopped to shake hands, and don't you 
believe, Eustace, she took me to lunch at Delmonico's. 
Such a beautiful lunch ; all the delicacies of the season. 
She sent her love to you, and to Bessie also ; at least 
I am sure she meant Bessie ; and she said your new 
carriage was perfectly luxurious, ' a dream of a car- 
riage.' Berintha always expresses herself so well, and 
bhe said you mvst come and see her. It was a real 
treat to hear her talk ; she is just as lively as ever, and 
she had on one of Worth's suits, velvet and silk, the 
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loveliest thing you ever laid your eyes on ; and a hat 
made of heliotropes. It is nice to be on the' street 
with a stylish woman like Berintha, isn't it, Eustace ? 
She does a person credit, don't you know, and all the 
clerks were so polite, and Berintha made them pull 
down all their goods, and we never bought a 
thing." 

Bessie deserved much credit for keeping to her 
resolution to " make up," in spite of the numberless 
small stabs of provocation she received during the 
chit-chat which followed, in which Eustace seemed 
quite willing to lend himself to his mother's hand, and 
joke over the passages in the widow's life at Esperanza, 
which she so glibly recalled. ^ 

Although he had scarcely noticed her during dinner 
beyond the necessary courtesies of the table, she fol- 
lowed him out of the dining-room, when it was over, 
determined to say a word to him, where mamma-in- 
law could neither listen nor comment. 

She found her autocrat in the hall, struggling into 
his handsome fall overcoat. 

"Where are you going, Eustace?" asked she, in 
the pleasantest voice she could command. 

"To the club." 

"Again to-night? What for?" 

" I want a comfortable smoke, where I sha'n't spoil 
the curtains in my wife's fine house ; and after that I 
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shall call on Mrs. Gnmrill ; since you so pointedly 
decline to be civil, I feel it my duty to be polite." 

" £astace, I wonder at you ! You know how I 
dif^like that woman, and you know why. I don't want 
to meet her, and I don't want you to call on her. You 
laughed at her nonsense and airs last summer. What 
possible pleasure can it give you to run after her 
now?" 

As Bessie's eyes filled with tears, and her voice 
trembled, Eustace ought to have seen how much she 
was in earnest. Perhaps he did, and wished to give 
her a lesson. Husbands do those things sometimes, 
I'm told. Perhaps he felt kindled to perversity by his 
mother's reiterated advice to assume his rightful superi- 
ority at once I Perhaps he desired to make his wife 
jealous, that she might feel what a desirable creature 
he was esteemed by others ; and he be glorified and 
entertained by her heartaches. Perhaps, if he had 
known how dangerous a game that was to play with a 
tender, loving, brash, high-strung woman, he might 
have considered twice before leading up to it. 

As Bessie finished her speech she reached out her 
hands, and pulling open the lappels of his coat, she 
fastened the buds she took from her breast-knot, into 
his button-hole. He could not help looking down at 
her as she did so — at her smooth hair ; her soft be- 
seeching eyes, swimming in tears ; her rosy mouthi 
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half sorrowful, half angry, as the small dimpled 
fingers he had kissed and praised a thousand times ; 
the fingers he clasped so joyously only a year ago, 
when they two stood at the altar and he promised to 
cherish Bessie Wolcott. 

With what he admired and loved and valued so close 
to him, how could he refrain from caressing his treas- 
ure ? — that was what he had called her in the court- 
ship days, when to be permitted to hold her hand, to 
win one of her smiles, to fetch and carry for her like 
a dog, was the highest bliss he desired. 

Yet here stood the husband^ bolt upright. She 
had a right to expect lum to be a lover surely for a 
twelvemonth. Whatever she did, or said, or looked, 
was praised and rejoiced in when she was " his treas- 
ure." She assumed nothing more now, than then ; 
she was as pretty and graceful and attractive as 
then, and yet he stood with the air of a suffering 
martyr, while she kept her hold of him, and stepped 
away as soon as she had finished. 

He looked so provoking and disagreeable, that she 
checked the further entreaty she had in her mind to 
make for his society and friendship, and fixed her 
eyes on his face while a strange mixture of regret, 
love and irritation possessed her, 

"I certainly shall call on Mrs. Gumrill ; she was 
our guest all summer. I cannot afford to be a sneak. 
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and, really, I shall enjoy her sweetness for a change : 
one can't thrive on lemons for a steady diet." 

" Eustace Winchester, I did not think you could 
be so unkind I I will not stand here to be made game 
of. I was an idiot to run after a heartless wretch, for 
a friendly word, who grins and chatters, when I am 
so miserable ; so cowardly, to make your wife a mark 
for your silly attempts at smartness. If you could 
only see how ugly you are, pulling that hateful face. 
You look exactly like your mother ! Your lips are as 
thick as that !" (Measuring a couple of inches on her 
fingers.) " You are not a bit like the Eustace I married." 

" I might retort courteously. You are quite differ- 
ent from the Bessie I married ; she was neither 
peevish nor disagreeable." 

" Peevish ! I have faults enough, but that is not 
one of them ; I despise peevish people. You dis- 
cover so many new failings in me that I almost wish I 
had stayed at home among my people, who are neither 
cross nor unreasonable." 

" And if you maintain your present style of con- 
duct I shall most heartily share the sentiment." 

" Eustace Winchester, do you mean that ?" 

" Can you doubt it ? Do you take me for a per- 
sonification of patience ? Take my advice, and man- 
age your temper better if you wish your husband's 
society." 
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As he reached the door he turned around aad 
looked at his wife. There was no sorrow in her face 
now ; it was kindled by anger and indignation. The 
devil tempted him, I think, to provoke her still 
further. It must have been some evil influence, be- 
cause the speech he made was not like himself, being 
both unmanly and cruel. 

"I'll present your flowers to Mrs. Gumrill with 
your compliments ; so you will be forced against 
your will to seem polite, as it is your duty to 6e." 

With this charming utterance he shut himself 
out — and his wife in — leaving her to her reflections. 



CHAPTER VI. 

SILENCE IS GOLDEN. 

:^NOTHER dull breakfast. The heavy-eyed 

^ woman who sat at the head of the table 

felt old and neglected, as if her life was 

useless and not worth the having. 

She poured the coffee, and said some civil things 

to mamma-in-law, in the hearing of the waitress, who 

was eagerly watching the gentlefolks, gathering up a 

fond of gossip for her cronies in the kitchen. 
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She sent a quick look at Eustace, who bad stayed 
out late, and who only greeted her with a cool stare 
on her entrance. She hoped she should see her with- 
ered buds in his coat ; but of course that could not 
be — this was his business suit. She wished to believe 
that he had not carried out his threat to leave them 
with Mrs. Gumrill ; that malicious menace which had 
rankled bitterly among her torturing thoughts, all the 
long hours of the night ; and the fussy widow, from 
being only an accident which she despised and made 
light of, was fast being elevated to the attitude of an 
enemy. 

" Eustace, my son, we really must not put off our 
call any longer on Berintha ; it isn't decent." 

" I quite agree with you," answered the gentleman, 
briskly ; " I'll accompany you ; in fact, she expects 
you. I dropped in a couple of minutes last evening, 
and found her looking charmingly." 

The dame threw a triumphant glance at her daugh- 
ter-in-law. She was evidently getting the set-down 
she deserved, and would learn to know her place. If 
anybody had told Mrs. Winchester she was a wicked 
woman, fostering strife and enjoying it, she would 
have been horrified. She considered herself an instru- 
ment of good to Eustace — she was helping him to 
assert his rights. A mother who is made to know 
and feel that she must tttep down from the highest 
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place in her son's heart, that love for a younger 
woman absorbs his being, so that her patient affec- 
tion is no longer valued, needs to be a wise woman. 
Mrs. Winchester was not a wise woman, and she was 
consumed by envy and jealousy. 

Bessie poured a fifth cup of tea for mamma-in-law, 
and, feeling that she had discharged her duties, she 
disappeared. She took with her the precious bit of in- 
formation volunteered by her husband as a subject for 
thought, and she tried wonderfully hard to govern 
herself, and to understand what was the matter. Why 
should she be in such an attitude towards the man she 
loved ? How had she deserved it ? Smoke ! That 
was the first cause of the trouble. Oh, if it would 
only end in smoke ! She could not find herself wrong 
on that head, either ; her statements and wishes were 
correct — they ought to be considered and accepted. 
Eustace had no business to run off to the club — and 
be so cross and so unkind — and she wished, with a 
heavy sigh, that she could talk it over with her mother 
and get her advice. Her father and mother lived in 
peace. If she could only live in peace with Eustace — 
but no, it would be improper to complain to anybody 
about her husband, no matter how he behaved. She 
must try to set her life right by her own counsel. 

She had some small garments in her work-box 
which busied her fingers, while her thoughts went 
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whirling through the past and the future, and the 
hopes it shadowed colored and steadied a little ; her 
musings. In fact, she got so far as to resolve never, 
nfiver to tiff any more if she once got good friends 
with Eustace ; and though she was full of indignation 
against Mrs. Gumrill, and impatience for mamma-in- 
law, she meant and expected to come out into a 
smooth place, when her husband should be again her 
dear lover. She was ready and willing to do her part 
in bringing him back to her, as soon as she c#uld find 
the best way. 

But before she had gotten so quiet and comforta- 
ble as to feel the ground plain before her, mamma-in- 
law waddled into the room, and began to talk : 

" I thought I'd make you a little visit, Bessie, my 
dear. I want to tell you all about our call ; I know 
you will love to hear it. Your window-garden is a 
beauty ; but Berintha has one filled with the loveliest 
things ; it quite puts yours into the shade. And such 
a joke as she made of a bunch of buds she had in the 
center ; it shows that her old feeling is not quite dead 
for Eustace. He gave them to her, and she petted 
them and made such a time. I quite laughed at her, 
I assure you. She is charmingly situated, and looking 
80 well! I had a beautiful call. I told her why 
you couldn't come. She said she was sorry for you. 
Berintha always expresses herself well, and as I found 
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you determined not to be hospitable, Eustace very 
properly invited her to the opera this evening. I 
approve of it — in fact, I believe I suggested it — and he 
could do no less, after their long and intimate friend- 
ship. A man does not like to seem mean to such an 
acquaintance ; and let me tell you, Bessie, in a very 
kind, motherly way, good husbands are often driven 
to the bad by just such behavior as yours. When a 
man marries, he naturally expects to entertain his 
friends, and if his wife is ill-tempered (I'm only sup- 
posing a case, my dear)," added mamma-in-law, as 
Bessie showed signs- of anger. " We all know there 
are ill-tempered women — and jealous ones, too, — who 
make home very unpleasant, and a man is mighty apt 
to find amusements outside. I assure you it is nothing 
uncommon for very nice gentlemen to have suites of 
rooms down-town, where they give supper-parties. 
They say it is to save their wives trouble ; but we all 
understand what that means I My dear Bessie, don't 
look so perfectly furious — I don't mean you — I only 
mention certain plain facts, by way of warning." 

Bessie kept silence ; she dared not open her lips, 
she felt that such a torrent of tniths would pour out 
if she once permitted herself to speak. 

Silence in such frank natures is always dangerous ; 
when a face which naturally blooms like a red rose 
gets white, and bright eyes made for merry glances 
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become still and deep, like shaded water, there is gen- 
erally a scorching fire of passion raging within, sup- 
pressed and hidden by strong will power. 

Even Mrs. Winchester began to feel uneasy in the 
neighborhood of her speechless danghter-in-law, and 
she rose in haste and paddled away, without venturing 
an apology for her hurried going. 

After the last sound of her heavy footfall had 
ceased from the stairs, and Bessie felt quite alone 
again, she laid down her work, and, unfolding a news- 
paper, she spread it on the floor in front of her window- 
garden and pulled up the plants she had meant to en- 
joy, and, huddling them into a heap, she rang for 
Nancy. 

** Take these away," said she, " and brush up the 
litter." 

" And did they seem to be dyin', ma'am ?" asked the 
maid, who had helped her mistress arrange them only 
so short a time ago. " Sure, they looks healthy enough !" 

"Take them away. I have done with them." 

Nancy carried them down-stairs, muttering all the 
way about notional ladies who didn't know their own 
minds, and planted out the despised beauties in starch 
boxes and pickle jugs, and bravely adorned the kitchen. 

Only a tiny wind-flower was left with Bessie, to 
open its pretty blue eye on the desolation. 

I don't know as Bessie could have explained her 
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motives of action. I am certain she did not try ; she 
only felt that the window-garden would be intolerable 
to her while she knew and felt the bitter insult Eus- 
tace had offered her in placing her buds in the hands 
of her enemy ; and the ferns and ivies she had planted 
with her husband in her thoughts ; were hateful to 
her. 

The cathedral chimes on her mantel told five just 
as the vestibule door opened, and Bessie, who was 
bravely trying to busy her thoughts and her hands with 
the dainty bits of lappets and sleeves in her work- 
basket, started in sudden amazement and dismay, as 
she heard the tones of a voice she well knew in the 
lower hall 

It was Mrs. Gumrill speaking gaily with her hus- 
band, and pretty soon mamma-in-law's oily accents 
mingled with the sprightly duet, and words fell as 
thick as blossoms in Paradise. 

She rose hastily to her feet, scarcely knowing what 
to do or think. She could hardly credit her senses. It 
seemed impossible that Eustace could wish to force 
this woman into her presence, whom he knew she de- 
tested. Previous to this day's experience she would not 
have believed his mother capable of such an action. If 
she had invited the widow with her son's consent, it 
was a dreary lookout for the wife. How was she to 
live pleasantly with a man who could be ruled and 
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swayed by anybody, to do things he knew were repug- 
nant to her ? 

She flung the door impatiently to its lock, and sat 
down with great show of calm determination. She was 
working herself up into a state of mind to confront 
Eustace when he should appear and command her to 
go and entertain his friend. She felt certain he would 
come immediately, and she made ready for a smart 
click of words as soon as he showed her his face. 

The tardy minutes crept by, and the dinner-hour 
approached : she heard Nancy draw out the table, ad- 
just its leaves, then came the rattling of the china and 
silver, and the appetizing odor of the viands as- 
cended from the distant kitchen, and penetrated to 
her very presence, and yet no husband, no message I 
It was becoming plain that he intended to ignore her 
in her own house, and dine without her, unless she 
descended of her own will. She had quite a struggle 
with her impulses, trying to decide upon the properest 
and most dignified course. 

It ended in her rising with resolute face and air, 
and laying aside her little pretties, in their dainty bas- 
ket, satin lined, and she lingered to put them and 
arrange the laces and floss-spools quite to her mind, 
while she thought and thought. 

" When I have my dear child to love, it will not 
be so hard to be a wise, steady woman ; but I must try 
4 
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to be wise and steady now. It is not proper for me to 
desert my table. I shall sit at its head, and I will 
look and behave just as well as I can." 

She put her hair into the multitudinous puffs which 
Eustace admired, and donned the very stylish gray 
silk he was proud of, stuck into her belt the best 
Daphnes in her flo>Yer-vase, and, having taken a look 
at herself, to make sure that she was every way thor- 
oughly presentable, she summoned all her woman's 
will to aid her in the seeming she meant to show — 
easy, smiling, insouciant. 

Her husband was sitting on a Rofa, close to Mrs. 
Gumrill, when she entered the drawing-room, playing 
with a fan, which dangled from a gold chain at her 
side, both of them were in the most degage old-friend 
attitude, while mamma-in-law reclined in a cozy chair 
near them, more oily, more bland, and even flabbier 
than usual. 

The favored guest was in full dinner costume, bare 
arms, bracelets, necklace, silks, and laces, quite won- 
derful in stockings and high-heeled slippers, and 
wearing so many rings on her pudgey fingers that they 
were really stiff and unmanageable. 

Before they saw her, Bessie had time to observe 
them, and to wonder what th<> dame wished to ac- 
complish by this maneuver (for she fully believed the 
visit was of her procuring) and to wond4w if she could 
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be so bad and malicioas as to want to foment strife 
and trouble between Eustace and his wife, and she 
formed a fresh resolve, to try and keep her temper, and 
disappoint her if she could. The angry blood leaped 
up in her cheeks, though, in spite of her will, when 
she discovered the confidential terms her husband was 
holding with a woman she detested. 

He sprang to his feet, the instant he saw his wif^ ; 
and his face glowed with blushes. Mrs. Gumrill rose 
also, rustling and fussy, and put out her hands. 

" My dear Bessie ! Excuse me — Mrs. Winchester, 
— how very odd it seems to say so. I can't realize it 
in the least. Eustace is so exactly as he used to be ; 
not changed a bit. He would make me come and see 
you, though I assured him it was en regie for you to 
pay the first visit ; he always did manage to get his 
way, you know. No use trying to rebel when he had 
made up his mind. Dear ! dear ! how freshly this 
does bring up the pleasant Esperanza days." 

" Pray be seated," replied Bessie, as, with 4 side- 
long curtsey, she passed her guest without accepting 
her proffered hand. 

The ten minutes before dinner were awkward 
enough. Eustace did his best to make talk, and say 
sprightly things ; and Mrs. Gumrill laughed a good 
deal, but was not comfortable ; her constant ref t^rence 
to "Eustace," and her very familiar manner, wer« 
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almost too much for the husband with his wife sitting 
there, politely observant of all that was passing, and 
he looked really sheepish sometimes, under the glances 
and sweet simpers to which his guest continually 
treated him. 

" I have a decavity in my tooth, which troubles 
,me," said Mrs. Gumrill, laying her rings against her 
cheek, " it makes me feel quite dilapidated." 

"I hope it won't bother you this evening, my love," 
said the dame. " Eustace has planned such a treat for 
my dear Berintha," she added, turning to Bessie. 
"You know she is so fond of opera." 

" Oh, yes. I antidpate a dream of an evening with 
Kellogg, and Gary. What a pity you can't go ! I shall 
have to confide my raptures to Eustace, and I will im- 
press upon him all the places he is to go wild over 
when he comes home. If men could only remember 
costumes, he might tell you what everybody has on, 
but I will run round to-morrow, and bring all the news, 
and all the on dits I hear." 

"Berintha always expresses herself so well," re- 
marked mamma-in-law. 

" Really, we ladies have had considerable opportu- 
nity for improvisation," said Mrs. Gumrill, as in a 
sprightly airiness she rose and accepted Eustace's arm 
to the dining-room — " a feast of reason and a flow of 
soul, as the saying is." 
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" Bessie, you and I will have to be contented to go 
out solus," remarked the daine, taking hold of Bessie's 
hand, and leading her like a refractory child. 

" Solus rhymes with bolus, and I have heard Eus- 
tace call the one he is taking a dose for a grown 
person," replied Bessie, jerking her hand away. 

The sauciness was so pat and so unexpected, that 
the polite host looked around quickly at h'm wife, and 
if he had caught her eye, he would have burst out 
laughing. It was true he had made that rude speech 
more than once about the fat and fascinating widow. 

Unfortunately, Bessie was busy with a knot of 
ribbon which her hasty action had unfastened from 
her sleeve ; and the good opportunity for making up 
was lost. 

Eustace left the ladies a moment around the din- 
ing-room cabinet, admiring the ceramics, and went 
out to give some orders to his coachman. The dame 
followed him, in a hurry to adjure him in private : 

" You see, my son, how quiet and easy she takes it ; 
she is coming round ; only you be firm ; do be firm. 
If you were to offer to take a cigar, it would be a good 
plan. I know Berintha does not object to smoking." 

" Come, Mother, aren't you going it rather 
strong?" said Eustace, half vexed and half pleased 
with her commendations and advice. " It begins to 
look as if you wanted me to plague Bess." 
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" Oh, no ! by lio means, my son. I want you to be 
your own master, and not that dreadfully ridiculous 
creature, a henpecked husband ; that's all." 

Mrs. Eustace Winchester presided handsomely at 
the dinner-table ; and the well-cooked, well-served 
meal ran smoothly on ; not a break, not a flaw, not a 
jar could the widow perceive, though she closely 
watched. Although most of the talking was done by 
the other three, Bessie replied politely when ad- 
dressed ; and she looked so sedately and naturally at 
her vis-a-vis, that the two women could detect nothing 
worthy their narrow scrutiny. 

" Oh, dear, how tormenting ! I've forgotten my 
buds after all ! Eustace brought me such a pretty 
bunch last night, Bessie. I meant to wear them in his 
honor — not the first time, by many, that I have 
trimmed my hair in his flowers." 

" Nor your sails to his whims," remarked Bessie, 
smiling. " I remember one sail in his company which 
was rather disastrous." 

" What do you mean, Bessie ?" asked mamma-in- 
law. 

" Eustace once tipped Mrs. Gumrill out of Jessie 
Wilmerding's boat into Tamarisk Pond. I dare say she 
has not forgotten the circumstance. I did not see the 
plunge myself, but I got a very amusing description 
of it from Jessie." 
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While Bessie was speaking, her husband sat play- 
ing with his wine-glass, looking very red and angry. 
Even her allusion to his naughty exploit, which would 
have made him laugh any other time, brought no 
smile ; perhaps he was ashamed of having given away 
her pretty buds — perhaps he was thinking how he 
should reduce her to subjection ; the "coming round" 
his mother promised him was not palpably evident to 
him ; while he looked and felt ill at ease and fidgety, 
she seemed cool and self-possessed. 

"Oh, yes, a great pity, Berintha. You showed 
them to me in the middle of your window-garden. 
Bessie, you must show Berintha yours ; she will ad- 
mire to see it." 

" I have none, ma'am." 

" Why, what has happened to it, pray ?" 

" Perhaps a worm eyed the bud," remarked Mrs. 
Gumrill, sweetly. 

" The thing ceased to be a pleasure, and I got rid 
of it." 

" What a fickle darling Bessie is, Eustace ! You 
must be careful, or she will get rid of you," said Mrs. 
Gumrill, with sprightly jocoseness. 

Mr. Winchester did not reply to this gay badin- 
age. The lady opposite him certainly did ample 
credit to his selection : she was rosy, pretty, charm- 
ingly dressed, she kept his house well, and who shall 
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say how much he exalted in her, and glorified his 
wisdom and taste in securing her for his wife ? But 
while he felt glad that his old flirtee should observe 
how admirably he was mated, he did not forget that 
his Bessie refused to let him smoke in her drawing- 
room ; nor that she independently asserted her 
opinions and resolves, nor the sharp words she had 
spoken to him, nor his mother's hints and complaints, 
nor her advice. 

" Now Eustace, dear, I really feel as if this was the 
crisis of yonr life. If you give in now, that head- 
strong girl will rule you with a rod of iron ; I am 
watching your course with intense interest. Bessie is 
a nice child enough, and all her whims and airs didn't 
count when she was a Wolcott ; but now it is differ- 
ent — she is a married woman who has promised to 
love and obey my son ! Be firm — I beg of you, be 
firm." 

He felt that he would be firm, and teach her that 
he was not to be trifled with, with impunity, and he 
experienced not a pang of remorse for the provoca- 
tions he was crowding upon her. 

"Half-past seven !" said Mrs. Gumrill, looking at 
her toy watch. "Oh, do let us hasten, Eustace. I 
can't bear to lose a note of that delightful overture." 

" The carriage is at the door," replied Eustace, 
" we will be off as soon as you like." 
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He fan up-stairs to give a final touch to his always 
perfect, and rather dandified toilette, and Bessie fol- 
lowed him, shutting the dressing-room door and stand- 
ing against it. 

" Eustace," she began, in a constrained voice which 
showed how difficult a guard she was keeping upon her 
impetuous feelings, " are you really going to leave me, 
and drive off the theater with that odious woman ?" 

She fixed her eyes on his face as if the weal or woe 
of her future depended on his answer. 

"You must have heard me say as much below 
stairs. It seems a pity that you should have under- 
taken the unnecessaiy fatigue of coming up here to 
make me repeat it." 

" But I did not believe you could be in earnest, 
Eustace." 

" I am. I shall take Mrs. Gumrill to the opera, 
to-night — not, you understand, because it is particu- 
larly pleasant to spend the evening in that way ; but 
because my wife, who ought to find my happiness and 
reputation her best care, persists in making me appear 
mean, and all for a silly whim, refusing hospitality to 
an old friend." 

" And whose care is my happiness, pray ! I am a 
minus quantity, it appears, in your calculations, since 
you prefer a fancied society claim for that hoi rid 
Gumrill I" 
4* 
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" Horrid Gumrill — odious woman ; really, Bessie, 
your conversation needs pruning. The epithets, be- 
sides being coarse, are inappropriate, the lady being 
extremely fascinating and agreeable. She surpasses 
herself this evening. I never knew her to be so viva- 
cious." 

" Eustace, you can't deny that you have been laugh- 
ing inside, all the while, at her ridiculous blunders. 
You are laughing now ; come, do let's be friends. 
You haven't spoken a decent word to me since your 
mother came. I wish you wouldn't act so ; you may 
not have me always. I don't want you to leave me to- 
night, and you see if I am not as good as I can be ; 
although you have treated me so badly, I am ready to 
forgive and forget, if you will only order Thomas to 
take the vivacious widow away. I am sure you have 
an excuse in my health if you desire to use it." 

" So you make terms with your husband ! If he 
will do so and so, you will forgive him. No, no, Mrs. 
Winchester, that is not the basis I propose to go on. 
I certainly shall not cheat myself of my promised 
pleasure to encourage you in your nonsense." 

" Eustace ! you are not the wretch you pretend to 
be ; it is impossible. I never could have loved you, if 
you had been. You don't care a fig for that creature 
down-stairs. You are only trying to provoke me. I 
can't imagine why I I am sure I have given you no 
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cause. Don't, Eustace ! do be nice. I need friendship 
and sympathy. I am not well enough to be left alone : 
really and truly, I am not. What if she is calling you 
to hurry, with her nasty squeak of a voice ? Don't go, 
Eustace !" 

" Ha, ha ! You are the picture of health, my dear. 
In fact, you have too much color : you must try to 
tone it down, or you will look coarse. I have a great 
aversion to red-faced, stout women." 

" Vicious bear !" exclaimed Bessie, forgetting all 
her resolutions of forbearance, and giving way to her 
anger. " You are not fit to be a husband I You 
didn't sing that tune in my ears early and late a year 
ago. Oh I if I could only be back at home again — 
Bessie Wolcott, as free and happy as I was, before I 
was silly enough to believe your sweet speeches, which 
cost you nothing, and were not worth a puff of your 
vile cigar ; oh I if I only were " 

" There I that will do, Mrs. Winchester. You are 
in a very improper state of mind ; if that is your idea 
of forgiving and forgetting, it will be wholesome dis- 
cipline for you to spend this evening in meditation on 
your duty to the man whose name you willingly 
assumed. I am ready to descend, and shall feel 
obliged if you will remove your very solid and robust 
person from the door ; my course toward you will 
depend entirely upon your behavior when I return ; 
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you may as well understand, once for all, the dominant 
mind must rule, and it will be best for you to accept 
the truth and the situation gracefully." 

" That is a very garbled repetition of mamma-in- 
law's lecture, which does no credit to your memory, or 
your genius of adaptation. Do try to speak your own 
ideas, if you have any, and leave your mother out of the 
question : she has not lived such a wonderfully har- 
monious life, as to make her worthy to interfere with 
mine. I won't bear it, Eustace ; you must choose 
between us. • I tell you one thing which is certain, 
that if you go to the opera with Mrs. Gumrill 
to-night, you will not find me here when you return." 

" Indeed I Where will you be, pray ?" 

" In Heaven, I hope. You have been trying to find 
out how much I am willing and able to bear. I trust 
you will be satisfied with your knowledge. You 
desire me to remove out of your way. I shall do it 
effectually. I have stepped back : please to decide 
quickly. Will you stay with your wife ?" 

Bessie locked her hands fast together, and waited, 
with her eyes fastened upon her husband's face. His 
under lip fell irresolutely, and belied the manishness of 
his speech ; and he tugged and tugged at his coat, 
which his trembling gloved hands could not button ; 
just then, a high-keyed voice called out his name from 
below, and a shrill treble laugh piped up an acoom* 
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paniment. His mother and Mrs. Gumrill were hail 
ing him down — ^ashamed : audacious : misgiving • 
blustrous : he went : brave enough to tease and tanta> 
lize the good girl whom he truly loved, but too cow- 
ardly to disappoint a couple of cackling females, who 
were mischievously enjoying his perplexity, and 
chuckling over Bessie's discomfort. He went away 
from the home he ought to have held sacred, and 
made the center of all his enjoyments and blessings, 
foolishly : not caring a pin for the woman he took in 
his company. 

What made him go ? Perverseness, a spirit of con- 
tradiction, a trivial, flimsy resolution to rule, to show 
his mother that he was not henpecked : a tyrannous 
love of power inherent in man : a conglomeration of 
motives and impulses, all equally noble and commend- 
able. 

He left Bessie at home — that he was able to do — 
but he took her last look with him into the carriage ; 
her entreaties, her pleadings, her sweet-voiced remon- 
strances, these he had not mental strength to cast out 
of his thoughts ; and Bessie, at her best, accompanied 
him ; while he stood back in the box waiting for the 
fussy widow to adjust her draperies and set forth her 
attractions, Bessie pleaded with him ; and when he 
threw himself into the corner, and turned a deaf ear 
to her set phrased of society talk, he had no heart to 
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be amused with her inverted English — Bessie wan 
before him, with clasped hands and flashing eyes, and 
he heard her say again, " Decide quickly : will you 
Btay ?" 

All the brilliant toilettes, the delicious music, the 
wonderful acting, were but dust and ashes. The 
ballet was simply lothful ; that was odd, too, be- 
cause Eustace was enthusiastic about stage dancing ; 
he was a nice connoisseur in ankles, and discriminating 
in his applause of the palpitating sirens who earned 
their bread by trained leaps and whirls. He never 
cared much for the ballet-master, though he jumped 
like a grasshopper. He called him an " active chap," 
but he often threw flowers to Ma'm'selle Perete. To- 
night he turned his back on her with an impatient 



In vain did he go over and over his arguments, of 
which he scarcely knew the large proportion belong- 
ing to his mother. He pointed out to himself how 
very important and necessary it was for him to vindi- 
cate his manhood, and control the will which was all 
the while trying to assert itself in opposition to his ; 
and how he was marking out a safe chart for future 
sailing on the matrimonial sea. 

It would not look right ; there might have been 
dignity and strength in his conduct ; he had been 
firm ; but now that it was over he felt that he had not 
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been sweet or kind ; he had not cherished the weaker 
vessel. 

In fact, he began to feel that Bessie had rightly 
named him "vicious bear," and his poor girl, who 
loved him, and who needed all his kindness, was prob- 
ably thinking cruel thoughts of him at that precise 
moment — alone, heavy-hearted, sorrowful, weeping. 

Long before the last chorus Eustace was repentant 
and regretful, and he wished to be with his Bessie. 
He felt that he would alter his course after this tiff 
was closed up, and be comfortable and pleasant, and 
hang dignity ! and that a good hug and kiss from his 
sweetheart was worth all the firmness in the world. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

FROM THE SMOKE INTO THE SMOTHER. 

■ HE entertainment was over at last, though 
to Eustace it seemed prolonged to the 
crack of doom. 

He hurriedly adjusted the fascinator, 
which Mrs. Gumrill offered him with an engaging 
smile, around her shoulders, and with her pudgey 
fingers on his arm, he pulled her along, regardless of 
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the silks and laces, pearls, rouge, powder, and such 
like charms, to which, in the old days, he was wont to 
give amused attention, when he felt in the humor, 
and, having nearly pushed her into a carriage, he gave 
a resonant order to the coachman : 

" Thirty street. Drive like !" 

Well, never mind like what. You may fancy to 
yourself the fastest, hottest, tearingest pace you are 
capable of desiring or dreading, and that was the rate 
at which Mr. Winchester wished to be propelled to- 
ward Mrs. Gumrill's residence. 

The lady remarked insinuatingly that it was not 
late, and hinted ices and biscuit glace at cafe Bruns- 
wick. She proved the truth of the adage, "None 
so deaf as he who will not hear." She said she was 
afraid to drive fast, especially on dark nights ; but 
the coachman cracked his whip, and the horses struck 
sparks out of the flinty pavement with their flying 
hoofs, and though she voiced numberless little scream? 
not one gleam of pity softened her escort's flint/ 
heart. 

She fell into his arms on alighting, like a soft bun 
die, and vivaciously prayed him to come in just ont 
little minute while she could thank him for her loveh 
evening and send dear Bessie a box of bon-bons 
She was not able to entice him a step beyond the 
threshold, nor did he linger there an instant sft*)* 
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the door was opened for her. He was very polite, 
exceeding bowy, but in too evident haste for graceful 
leave-taking, to say nothing of old flirtee friendship. 

It seemed an interminable distance to his house, 
and he gazed down the long lane of lights ahead of 
him, narrowing and narrowing, till they met in a 
point; Before that remote speck would be gained he 
should be at home with Bessie. His pulse beat fast, 
he felt disturbed tout a fait boulevers& ; not relishing 
the prospect of a first half hour with an angry 
woman, or one who wept silently. He could form no 
idea of the reception he would get, but a vague fore- 
boding forced itself upon him, and he found himself 
straining his eyes to see his window lights long before 
they could possibly be visible. He dashed up the 
steps to his handsome dwelling, and fitted the night- 
key into its lock, — he had been carrying it in his hand 
that not a moment might be lost, — and yet at the last 
instant he lingered to listen to the song of a strolling 
singer, striving with sad tones to earn a night's shel- 
ter. It was a starved, thin voice, full of grief and 
tears : 

" Nellie was a lady, last night she died ; 
Toll the bell for lovely Nell, my lost Virginia bride." 

He whistled to the girl, and poured half a dozen 
coins into her palm. " Go home, child," said he. " Go 
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quickly home." The church clock on the opposite 
corner commenced striking solemnly and slow its 
twelve heavy strokes. He stood still till they w^re 
finished and then turned to look after the traveler. 
She was already out of sight, and he heard the quick 
patter of her hurrying feet in the distance. A deed 
of charity — well done — that ought to be 'a good omen, 
he thought, as he stepped over his threshold, and the 
heavy door clanged behind him with a resounding 
suddenness which startled him. 

The hall gas was screaming and blazing, the draw- 
ing-room lights were not extinguished, the upper pas- 
sage was all aglare. Bessie was an orderly woman, 
I too, and very careful not to let " those gas-folks " get 
any advantage. 

He walked swiftly, almost ran into her room. She 
was not lying on her luxurious bed. She was not 
sitting in the easy chair, awaiting his arrival. 

" Eustace, if you go to the theater to-night with 
that woman whom I detest, you will not find me here 
when you come back." 

" Where will you be, pray ?" 

" In heaven, I hope." 

How sharply defined were her looks and tones 
upon his memory. He sat slowly down upon a sofa, 
close to the place she ought to have occupied, and his 
fears and misgivings mounted apace. 
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Bessie was such a brash woman, so quick to act on 
her impulses. She had been deeply wounded, her face 
showed that, when she told him he was a "vicious 
bear," flashed it at him with all her might. He had 
thought well of the lofty smile with which he had 
received her reproaches. It did not look so grand 
now ; he did not admire Mr. Winchester's dominant 
mind half as much as he had done four hours agone. 

If Bessie had waited for his return, as he had 
good right to suppose she would, he might have car- 
ried off the position with a certain measure of dignity. 
Had she been patient and humble he might have felt 
the luxury of forgiveness; had she been violent or 
tantalizing, they might have indulged in a smart tiff, 
and then cleared off into sunny friendliness ; but no 
humility — no tiff — no Bessie ! he was thrown entirely 
from all moorings, compassless, on the sea of uncer- 
tainty. 

He ran to question his mother, awakening the good 
dame from one of her pooh-pooh slumbers, in which 
she had dreamed of conjuring my son " to be firm." 

She could give him no information. She had gone 
straight to her room after dinner, only too thankful 
for a safe retreat where the very servants shouldn't see 
how shamefully Bessie treated her. 

She was still elaborating her grievances and la- 
menting the culpable want of firmness which had 
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brought about this state of things, when Eustace left 
her to seek further, and think what was to be done 
next. 

When convinced that his wife was really gone, he 
searched her roona, hoping to find a note of farewell, 
or at least an explanation. He found only an empty 
hat-box in her armoire ; her watch and furs were gone ; 
no one had seen or heard her depart. Nancy thought 
her mistress was asleep ; it was her evening out, and 
she had been to visit a first cousin. 

Bessie was timid, she never ventured from home 
after nightfall, alone. She knew that women did some- 
times go abroad in the darkness — one pale, thin crea- 
ture had brought home her dresses ; she came at ten 
o'clock, and after her errand was done she went away 
as she came — by herself. Bessie looked after her and 
wondered how she dared to do it, and if she would 
really reach her home safe from all the dreadful street 
perils the newspapers were so full of. 

And Bessie had braved the terrors and dangers in- 
surmountable, that she might put distance and space 
between herself and the husband who had slighted and 
neglected her. How desperate must her mood have 
been ! Desperate women sometimes drown them- 
selves, but Bessie was a good child — she had a con- 
science. Despite this assurance, a vision of a dead, 
white face, eyes blindly staring through bloody impur- 
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ity, would persist in confronting him. While he was 
trying to drive it away, mamma-in-law appeared in 
cap and bed-gown, and advised him to advertise in the 
Herald: 

" Whereas, my wife Bessie has left my bed and 

board " She did not finish her formula, because he 

stopped his ears and begged her to leave off if she did 
not mean to drive him mad ; which the dame took ill, 
and whimperingly waddled back to her couch to nurse 
her wrongs in solitude. 

Two days crept by ; terrible days — no letter — no 
news — no clue, for all his marching up and down — 
nothing. On the third morning he received an answer 
to his many inquiries among her friends. 

A brief telegram from Maplewood : 

"Bessie is with me ; she will remain here. Will 
you leave her in peace ? 

"ROBBET WOLCOTT." 

That ended the whole. He was to trouble her no 
more. Her father had taken in the poor fugitive from 
his unkindness, and was resolved to keep her safe in 
future. He had been trusted with the precious daugh- 
ter whom the Wolcotts loved, and had proved himself 
unworthy ; he had lost her, and was to trouble her no 
more. Brooding and pondering over his married life. 
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his wife appeared before him, joyous, gay, cl eeif ul, 
busy, engaging, just precisely the woman of all the 
world who suited him. Even when angry, how bright 
»he was, how smart ! and, in her hours of genial sweet- 
ness, how inexpressibly charming ! 

This dear, precious, delightful wife, whom he could 
not have banished from his love by, any possibility, 
had left him of her own will, and would return no more. 

His pride forbade him seeking her in face of the pro- 
hibition he had received, and he felt her as sadly lost 
as if death had sundered them. 

And now that it is over, and the two whom God hath 
joined together are parted, let us look a little closer at 
Eustace Winchester. Son of a rich father, indulged in 
all his whims, furnished with plenty of money, set 
afloat on a life of self-indulgence, never crossed, never 
curbed, nor taught anything he didn't choose to learn, 
all the discipline which touched his childhood came 
through his playmates and teachers, till he found his 
level in college ; and that was by no means an unpleas- 
ant status, because his cheerful temperament procured 
him plenty of friends among "the fellows," who, like 
himself, preferred pleasure to hard study. At the class 
Germans he shone brilliantly ; he took a good tenor in 
the glee club ; was captain of the football ; and there 
was not a man of his set who would refuse any sort of 
convivial invitation from "Old Dixie," as he was 
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called ; but he had never, in his whole life, put forth 
an effort of any real value, nor had he helped or bene- 
fited any human being, nor taken thought for the 
good or happiness of a living creature, nor earned a 
penny, nor seriously considered the excellence or man- 
liness of providing for his expenditures. 

A nice young person, you say, to take a wife, to be 
responsible for another life, before he had developed a 
capacity for guiding his own, — but who was to blame ? 
Exertion is born of necessity ; industry of want. The 
sons of rich men, who, like Mr. Winchester, immerse 
themselves in business, are almost sure to be useless. 
Why should a boy who gets all he wants by asking, 
or without the trouble of asking, ever bother his head 
concerning his future ? Eustace arrived at his majority, 
and fell in love with Bessie Wolcott, and married her. 
Even then no mention was made of his supporting her, 
except such airy romances as he was pleased to in- 
vent for her amusement, of a vast business, which was 
to come from somewhere, and spread out at his feet. 
Nobody told him he must be considerate and unself- 
ish in his treatment of the good girl who loved him. 
Thus far, he had been the center of attentions, 
amounting to devoted service. Why should not his 
wife join the goodly train of men and women, whose 
business and pleasure it was to contribute to his com* 
fort and gratifications ? 
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So Eustace Winchester, endowed with a reasonably 
kind heart j an average brain ; fair social qualities ; 
honesty, sincerity, general good morals, and gentle- 
manly instincts, had set up for himself in the business 
of life, and had signally failed. And now, what next? 




CHAPTER VIII. 

THE WELL-SPRING OF JOY. 

ULY at Esperanza is a pretty month. Pretty 
under the great trees ; where one lies idly 
swinging in the swaying hammock, with 
King, the beauty of a dog, half sheep, and 
half spitz, hiding his long fox head in his silky paws, 
and Taify and her kittens, gamboling on the green, or 
seated on mossy rocks, which border its "brimming 
brooks." You have the deep green of the sweet- 
scented hemlocks above your head, with such thick 
interlacing shades, hiding the sun, that you forgot, in 
the dreamy, delicious coolness, what a hot walk it was 
which brought you thither. Pretty on the breezy 
porches, where you sip lemonade, and watch the 
archery party down the lawn, and fire off shots of wit 
at them, from the best quiver with which heaven has 
endowed you. 
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It is pretty in the rosy dawning, when the birds 
begin their morning concert, and the zephyrs spring 
up and -play with the young leaves and fresh blos- 
soms, and the pious hens drink and lift up their 
heads, giving thanks with every swallow (Lux says 
they can't take their dram except it runs down their 
throats) ; and the cattle awake and crop the tender 
grass glistening with dew-drops, and the farmer turns 
out to his work only half -rested, poor fellow, from his 
yesterday's toil, and you hear him calling the cows 
adown the meadow, and lift your winking eye-lids, 
and almost resolve to get up, and achieve that horse- 
back frolic which you nearly promised overnight to 
undertake with Helen. Pretty is it in the sultry noon, 
"when summer birds are still," and the songsters of 
the wood " do pensive sit with folded wing " in deep- 
est coverts ; and the laborer lies on the grass under the 
great apple-tree, whose branches sweep the ground, 
and his oxen chew the cud, and lazily flap the flies in 
the still pools ; pretty when the day wanes, and the 
sun goes down behind his crimson curtains ; and the 
whip-poor-will, and the quail, and the greedy, clumsy 
robins call to each other from the bosky dells ; and 
the brown thrush thrills his wondrous hymn from the 
tree-tops ; pretty even when the sheeting rain pelts 
down, and the thunder peals and booms up among the 
clouds, and the mist- wreaths hang close to the moun- 
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tain-sides, and the wind blows from the north-east, 
and the gentlemen go fishing, and the ladies cluster 
around the hearth-fire in the great parlor, or dance, or 
write poetry, or sit apart at small tables painting wild 
flowers, and the whole house is vocal with songs and 
laughter. 

Always, through all weather, in every season, are 
my hills wonderful with beauties and pleasures diverse 
and perpetual. 

Bessie Winchester was seated on the tree-bench, 
which midway among the branches overlooked the 
lawn, where she could hear the voices of the tennis- 
players and the whang of their rackets ; but her 
thoughts were not in tune with the mirth of her 
friends, neither did she sensate any of the familiar 
beauties of wood and field which invited her gaze. 

A lovely child lay asleep on her arm, a dimpled, 
rosy thing, perfect as Eve's first nursling. Perfect in 
form and color, in health and vigor, without spot or 
blemish, as was the first-bom which was offered on 
the altar of Jehovah. .The baby its father had not 
seen, to which he had sent nor welcome nor bless- 
ing. 

Bessie was thin and pale. The sunlight shone pink 
through her transparent hands, and much weeping had 
set her sad eyes in deep circles of purple. 

She was dressed in black, the grim hue which peo« 
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pie call mourning. Poor Bessie had lost her father, 
her strongest friend and safest counselor. 

Thus far she had scarcely realized the dire calamity, 
she was wandering in mad-land, with specters and 
shadows for her companions, when it overtook her ; 
she groped her way back to reason, creeping through 
devious, clueless, labyrinths, tormented by distrac- 
tions, pursued by nightmares. 

When she awoke at last, at home, in her own room, 
among her dear ones, she brought no memory of her 
sufferings, but her strength was so broken, and her 
scraps of thoughts changed and flickered into such 
sudden and strange fantasies that no one dared to 
startle her with the appalling news of her loss. 

She slid gradually into the knowledge of her be- 
reavement. The pitiful moans of her mother, and her 
constant weeping, pained and wounded her even be- 
fore she began to think. Her passionate caresses, 
mixed with tears, disquieted and grieved her when 
her thoughts gathered coherence enough to let her 
wonder why the placid, sweet-faced woman she loved 
to call "Mrs. Mammy," was so changed from her 
pleasant self. 

She lay watching her one day while she arranged 
books and instruments which were associated with her 
father, and saw her pack them away with his fishing- 
rods and fly-books. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



100 THE WELL-SPRING OF JOT. 

" Where is papa ?" she asked, suddenly. 

Her mother started, and turned away her face 
while she answered : 

" He is not here, darling. Don't talk now, the 
doctor says you must be quiet." 

"Papa is dead. I know it. I saw him gliding 
away from me in the moonlight ; and the st^rs came 
out, twinkling one by one as be went by ; and the 
wind blew the clouds about so that they hid him from 
me. He beckoned me to follow him. He wants us all 
to come. Mrs. Mammy, let us die .to-night." 

She looked so wan and ghostly as she closed her 
eyes, and folded her hands above her breast, that the 
mourning watcher waited in fear and trembling dread, 
lest her child was about to get her wish and enter 
Heaven before another day-dawn. 

Bessie said no more about her father. She ac- 
cepted the whispered words of condolence from her 
friends, and the solemn prayers of her minister, and 
made no sign. She soon grew quiet and peaceful, 
and gave back thankfulness for the unremitting zeal 
and diligence with which her mother attended her, 
like a blessing lost and found ; but she could not get 
well. 

Six long anxious months filtered through the sieve 
of time, and Bessie was only just able to sit propped 
with pillows. Almost before she knew her boy, ho 
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was wise enough to crow aud laugh at her from his 
perch on grandma's knee. 

Of the agony of motherhood she i*emembered noth- 
ing ; and the child alighted in her arms like a gift 
from Heaven — an angel of consolation. She tried 
hard to be strong, that she might have him in her em- 
brace ; and the first sweet, smiling, restful sleep she 
got, was with his head pillowed on her breast. 

As for Mrs. Wolcott, no words can tell what fond- 
ness she lavished on the wee mite, coming to her when 
her life was laid waste, and the faithful lover of her 
youth had vanished out of her sight. Bessie's baby 
became grandma's occupation all day long. If ever 
child had a mission on earth it was that one. She 
dandled, and fed, and nurtured it, and well the pretty 
creature throve and strengthened in her care. 

From her high tree seat at Maplewood, Bessie was 
looking down on the silent house called Esperanza, 
which she knew must soon be peopled with men and 
women who had seen her a merry girl, watched her court- 
ship, and congratulated her on her wedding-day. Such 
a pleasant wedding-day — such a happy bride — such a 
loving husband. It seemed hard to entertain the cer- 
tainty that a dreary blight had fallen on her life 
almost before its blooming time. 

Down among the trees she saw the devoted wooer 
ol two years ago — saw him almost as plainly as if his 
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handsome person had been really reclining on the old 
lounge where he used to lie and smoke and think of her. 
She felt sorrow for him as well as for herself, and had 
no "recourse from the tyranny of pain." 

The sleeping child started in its slumber, and 
threw up its tiny hands in sudden fright. A couple 
of tears fell on its face. They had gathered and 
rounded from ever-filling fountains, and brimmed over 
unheeded, while poor Bessie's heart ached with long- 
ing. All those weary, weary months, and no word, no 
message — only dumb f orgetf ulness, graceless silence. 

Presently a lady in widow's weeds came along the 
path from the house, and climbing the few steps, as- 
cended to Bessie's leafy bower. 

She seated herself by the side of her daughter, at 
whom she looked anxiously, heaving a troubled sigh 
as she scanned the woeful countenance, seeking vainly 
for any outward sign of returning peace or inward 
satisfaction. 

Suddenly the baby began to stretch and double its 
fists, and then, without further warning, he awoke 
with a snap ; eyes wide open, all alive and ready for 
action. Seeing his grandmother close by, he laughed 
and crowed into her comely old face, which gave back 
an answering smile in spite of her worries, and she 
reached out and lifted him to her knee, all rosy and 
dewy from his fresh slumber. 
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" I've been thinking, Bessie dear," said she, " that 
you and I and baby had better go away from here for 
a while." 

"What for, Mrs. Mammy? It is nicer to be 
quiet." 

" But you get no strength, my child. A ^ange 
will do you good." 

" A change, Mrs. Mammy ?" repeated Bessie, in a 
sad, bitter tone. " I've tried change since I left you, 
and you see what it has done for me. No, no, let me 
stay still. When a person has nothing to gain, what 
is the use of moving about? I can eat and sleep here, 
and there isn't much left for me except to breathe 
away the days till my grave is dug, and the sooner 
the better." 

" Don't talk so, Bessie ; that's wicked ! Look at 
this dear child ; don't you want to see him grow up 
to be a man ? Think what a nice time you will have 
with him all along as he gets bigger and knows 
more." 

Bessie looked as she was bid, and she thought, 
" What if he should treat some poor girl as his 
father has treated me ?" She did not say it, because 
she did not want her mother to look reproachfully at 
her. 

"If you were stronger, dear, you could be cheer- 
ful ; you would be able to try. I don't expect you to 
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see much worth living for. While you are so poorly 
I am almost ready to give up myself sometimes." 

" Oh, Mrs. Mammy, don't ! What would become 
of me?" 

" I shall fare on, never fear. I can't afford to die, 
there are too many depending on me ; and I want you 
to begin to feel responsible, too. You will get well 
quicker. Come, let's go up to Lake Willoughby." 

Bessie shook her head. "Such a long way off. 
It's as much as I can do to look my own people in the 
face, and how could I talk to strangers ?" pleaded she, 
piteously. 

"But, my dear," continued Mrs. Wolcott, hesitat- 
ingly, " the Winchesters are expected next week, and 
I hear that they will'bring Mrs. Gumrill with them." 

" That horrible woman again I" said Bessie, knit- 
ting her brows, while a flash of feeling darted across 
her white face. " They must intend to insult us all." 

" I suppose they look at the affair from some 
stand-point of their own," replied Mrs. Wolcott. " I 
always used to like the Winchesters, and I do want to 
feel charitably towards them; but J could not do as 
they do, that's all I have to say." 

After a short silence, Bessie said, in a low voice, 
pulling at the leaves with trembling fingers as she 
spoke : " I suppose the house will be full. Do you 
know who else is coming ?" 
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"The Pendragons, and I believe Mr. and Mrs. 
Lampert Calidore. There is not likely to be any lack of 
guests at Esperanza." 

Bessie never mentioned her husband's name if she 
could help it ; she wanted to know whether he was ex- 
pected ; but she could not bring herself to ask the 
question. 

" I wish Jessie Wilmerding would come : I could 
talk with her." 

" Jessie Dempster you mean," corrected Mrs. Wol- 
cott. " You mustn't forget that she is married." 

" Jessie made a good choice : I thought I made a 
good ona too ; mine was a failure. I am sure he did 
love me : I wouldn't have believed he could have 
cherished his anger for so long, and shunned me and 
kept silence. Don't you think Eustace loved me ?" 

" I did think so, darling ; I'm sure he needn't have 
kept after you as he did, and pretended. I have my 
opinion of such men as he is. I wish we had never 
seen his face, for my part. You might have been a 
happy girl to-day — as free as a bird." 

Bessie sat a long while silent, following the train 
of thought which her mother's words suggested. 
Free! Did she wish to be free from her neglectful 
husband ? 

" Mrs. Mammy," said she at last, " I don't know as 
I ought to say out what I've wanted to, ever so many 
6* 
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times. You won't mind, will you? You never do 
mind, you are such a good mother. " 

" What is it, Bessie, dear ?" 

" Did Eustace never send me any message while I 
was sick ?" 

" Never, my child, — ^not one word." 

" Does he know he has a son ?" 

" Not from me : my heart was full of trouble when 
Baby came ; I did not think much about the man 
who had made my daughter suffer, except to despise 
him, and to hope, that if he didn't get his pay for his 
meanness in this world, he would in the next." 

" That sounds bad, Mrs. Mammy," replied Bessie, 
half -smiling ; " but we all know what a tender-hearted 
mammy you are." 

"To think that he should have gone right off, 
mercy knows where, just as soon as your father 
answered his letter ! as if you wasn't worth further 
trouble, and his High Mightiness was well rid of you ! 
I call it insulting to send back the deeds, and the keys 
of your house, and the wedding-presents, all in boxes, 
as he did ; without writing a single line !" 

" Poor fellow : I can't help feeling sorry for him a 
little. Perhaps he was too hurt and mortified to say 
anything : I -should have been ashamed if I had been 
he : we used to see things the same way : certainly 
he couldn't charge all in ore night from good to bad.'^ 
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" I don't know what he has changed to, my dear, or 
whether he isn't just acting out the badness which has 
always been in him. There ! I'm sorry I said that, if 
it sounds unkind. I don't want to be unkind ; but, 
one thing is sure and certain, if he was my son, I 
wouldn't hold my head as high as Mrs. Winchester 
did : I'd go bowed down like a bulrush ; that 1 
would." 

" His child is a pretty boy. I wonder he does not 
wish to see him ; he used to talk enough about him," 
said Bessie, with regretful bitterness. 

" It makes me feel as if I should like to pinch his 
head with the tongs, to think of him. Now I didn't 
mean to say that either. Let's not talk about him 
any more, try not to think of those times, they are all 
past now, he is not worthy of Bessie Wolcott ; no 
excuse can possibly be made for his conduct. I know 
you had a quick temper, and were apt to sputter once 
in a while, but if you did wrong, he did worse ! A wo- 
man has a right to expect forbearance and steadiness 
from a man — or what is he made such a great, strong, 
cool-headed creature for ? — and if he takes a wife and 
don't look out for her, and is not magnanimous to- 
ward her, he is worth less than the weakest woman 
that ever drew breath, because he is a walking lie, he 
carries an outside show of qualities which don't be- 
long to him. I despise such men ! I despise Eustace 
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Wiuchester 1 I wish I could blot him out of exist- 
ence I" 

" Oh, dear Mrs. Mammy ! that's awful ! I don't 
want him blotted out ; I was very hasty lots of 
times." 

" What if you were ? Everybody is. I was myself, 
but your father didn't turn rusty to me. I used to fret 
and fuss a good deal when I was young ; but he was 
good, he never lectured me on my duties ; not he ! he 
was too busy attending to his own, he wasn't puffed 
up with self-conceit, he didn't pity himself because he 
had got such a poor wife. Day by day I saw him 
generous and faithful, and full of sweetness, and do 
you suppose I could be careless and selfish ? Oh, no ! 
my dear, I could not. I should have felt ashamed to 
be mean to such a loyal, noble man as your father 
was. It is true, Bessie, very ordinary women will make 
good wives, if they have any decent encouragement." 

" I meant to be a good wife, Mrs. Mammy. I can't 
help feeling that Eustace and I would have been good 
friends to-day, if Mrs. Winchester had kept out of our 
affairs, and that dreadful Mrs. Gumrill." 

" I have my opinion of that woman, Bessie — a nasty, 
vicious cat 1 I can't have my daughter brought in 
contact with her again. If you could have lived out 
your life a little longer, you would have managed the 
rest. When two strong wills come in contact, it needs 
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time and common sense to harmonize them ; I am 
sure you need not have become estranged, if those 
meddlers had only been busy minding somebody else's 
business. Bu/; it is done now, he is not the man we 
believed him, and it is no use to go back over what 
might have been. You belong to Mrs. Mammy, you 
must try to make the best of the old woman who 
loves you. And you will go up to Lake Willoughby." 

"As soon as you like, Mrs. Mammy. .1 can't stay 
here and meet Mrs. Gumrill. I think it would drive 
me wild to see her and Eustace together." 

"He is not expected, so I hear. Nor Mr. Win- 
chester either. The servants say that he has taken his 
hopeful off to California with him, to be absent all 
summer." 

"Then he approves of Eustace's course, and he 
takes his part against me ; he was always so kind to 
me. Do you remember how he used to say — 

* The sweetest woman that e'er drew breath, 
Is my son's wife Elisabeth ?' " 

" Yes, yes, child, you can't tell what Mr. Winches- 
ter thinks till you see him. He knows his wife belter 
than anybody, and I wonder he hadn't the sense to 
take her out with him, before she had the chance to 
stir up her fuss." 
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" Mrs. Mammy, let's go to-day. What if those wo- 
men should come before can get off ?" 

"We'll begin afte.; dinner, darling, and to-mor- 
row baby shall ridey pidey, in coachy poachy, and see 
wheely peely go roundy poundy. Will it, pet? I 
know the bad Granny and the bad Gumrill are dying 
to get a glimpse of our baby, but they shan't have a 
single peep — we'll be gone, we'll be gone, we'll be 
gone, gone, gone." 

Mrs. 'Wolcott finished her chant, and her trot, pro- 
longed till the little lad's eyes danced in his head, 
before she said : 

" You haven't named your boy, Bessie ; he cannot 
go through life 'baby. ' What shall we call him !" 

" He can wait a while yet," answered Bessie, look- 
ing afar off, with a kind of hopeless hopefulness. 

Mrs. Wolcott knew well enough that her daughter 
was nursing a hope in her secret soul, that the future 
might yet bring back her husband's love. She often- 
felt that her long, brooding reveries centered upon 
him ; but sincerely as she desired her happiness, and 
costly sacrifices as she would have willingly made to 
bring her cheerfulness and peace, she thought so ill of 
the recreant, that she never dared encourage her by a 
single word. 

" Come, Toddlekins, help Grandma pack um little 
closey-posey. We had better take Nora along for 
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nurse. I am almost sure she will be faithful, she is 
kind-hearted, and she seems to love him. If she 
abuses Grandma's pet, she shall have her neck wrung, 
so she shall. I wish she wasn't so flighty and fond of 
beaux ; but I suppose that is only natural," she added, 
doubtfully ; " at any rate, I shall be close at hand, 
and I'll keep an eye on my little man." 

Here fell a shower of kisses on little man's face 
and neck and little fat arms, for which little man was 
not by any means as grateful as he might have been. 



CHAPTER IX. 

YANKEE DOODLE WENT TO TOWN, RIDING ON 
A PONY. 

R. EUSTACE WINCHESTER had half a 
score of intentions when he turned his 
back on New York, many of them vague 
and undefined, but of sufficient value to 
assume some dim outline of form and purpose. 

It seemed to him a violent necessity to get away 
from the scene of his misery and folly, and his disap- 
pointments. His mother proposed that he should 
escort her and Berintha to New Orleans ; as she went 
on pressing the topic, and mixing in some severe 
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strictures upon the absent wife, her son expressed 
himself so strongly that she was frightened into si- 
lence ; and after he was gone out of sight she com- 
muned with herself : 

" I wonder how that Bessie would feel if she knew 
she had been the cause of my son's swearing at his 
mother." 

The house which had been the theater of his mis- 
conduct was hateful to him. His handsome office was 
no restingrplace — he never did anything there except 
smoke and lounge; and it recalled Bessie's taunts 
upon his useless life so that he turned the key on it in 
disgust. Her cutting hits rankled ; he had a great 
mind to spirt up and show her that he was able to cut 
a figure in the world, if only to make her sorry and 
ashamed, when his fame got trumpeted into her ears. 

His club friends still played their endless games of 
whist and billiards. He took a hand once or twice, 
but he gave so little attention to his game that his 
partner blew him up, and his opponents jeered at him, 
and he found himself insufferably bored with them 
and their amusements. 

One day he happened to overhear a conversation 
between a couple of his intimate friends, upon the 
quarrels and separation of a pair whom he knew, in 
which they got so severely handled, so ridiculed and 
bandied about with jests^ that he arose and hurried 
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out, and he never felt inclined to enter the place 
again. 

A good measure of resentment mingled with his 
grief over his shattered life ; he felt incensed at him- 
self, at his mother, and her silly Berintha, who always 
expressed herself so well, and he was by fits and starts 
very indignant at Bessie. 

It was rash behavior, and abominably provoking 
to have her tear off in that unexpected way, and go 
and shelter her woes among the Wolcotts. Of course 
they all heard the cause of her sudden coming, and 
joined in vituperating and abusing him. He knew 
right well how dear Bessie was to her family, and 
that they would unanimously sympathize with her, 
and make much of her as a suffering martyr. 

Then he fell to wondering who was going to be 
sorry for him. Not his father ; that he knew by in- 
stinct. He didn't want his mother's sympathy — he 
had more than enough of that already. Then he 
drew up, and said : 

"I am able to fight it out alone. I ask no 
favors." 

Once he caught himself speculating upon what 
might have been his position if Bessie had had no 
home-nest to flee to. In that case he would have car- 
ried his point, and got the best of the quarrel. But 
he did not want to tyrannize over his pretty darling ; 
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he only wished to have her back again, just as she was 
in the dear time before the unpleasantness. 

Then followed a fit of the deepest repentance and 
gloomiest despondency. 

" My good times all spoilt, and here I am a misera- 
ble outcast ! Even if she had no friends, I couldn't 
have held her. She would do anything rather than 
come back to me. I must finish my journey alone." 

After a while Eustace said, like the prodigal, " I 
will arise and go to my father. He is an old trump, 
is my dad ; he will give me the best advice a fellow 
can have. He was very fond of poor Bessie. He will 
not be able to understand my part of the fuss. I 
don't know how I am to look him in the face and tell 
about the Gumrill ; but I shall have to give the whole 
or none, and I'll do it." 

Here there passed through Eustace's mind a scrap 
of one of his college songs : 

" ni tell my father when I go home, 
He needn't scold, but hold his tODgue, 
For he did so when he was young." 

" But he didn't, you know. He has stood up to his 
luck, good and bad, straight from the word ^ go,' and 
never flinched once. He has been the best and kind- 
est of husbands to my mother ; though her whims and 
finical notions are enough to make his hair gray. He 
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never in his life complained, nor swerved from his 
loyalty and steadfast goodness. Yes, he is an old 
trump. I wish he did not consider me such a boy ; 
he makes me feel so young when he is around with his 
years and dignities. I've got an experience he never 
bad, by gracious ! I'm parted from my wife ! 1 
wonder what he will say when I tell him. I rather 
imagine his eyes will stick out." 

There were a good many small self -communings 
mingled with Eustace's great resolves. He had never 
. been in the habit of encouraging lofty sentiments, and 
bis actions and conversation from day to day included 
no magnificent range of deeds or aspirations. He 
liked to read Charles Lover's novels and tales of ad- 
venture. He said he read for amusement and never 
could tell so much as the names of his heroes after he 
had finished. The Sun was his favorite newspaper. 
He enjoyed the police reports and robberies — but 
Bessie read the " Ouida " books, and considered them 
very fine writing indeed, and she sat up all night to 
finish "A Mad Marriage." Eustace could never get 
interested in Dickens. " There was so much that did 
not signify to the story, and such a lot of characters." 
Bessie tried Thackeray, and threw away "Vanity 
Fair." She said it was " perfectly horrid." 
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CHAPTER X. 

QUI DORT DINE. 




HILE the cars were racketing along, carry 
ing Dr. Winchester towards his father 
and New Orleans, he had some pleasant 
hours, among his unpleasant ones. His 
thoughts running mostly upon his past, of course his 
wife came often before him, at her loveliest and hap- 
piest. 

There was his Junior Promenade ; he had escorted 
Miss Wolcott. They stopped at the New Haven 
House, which was filled with the fellows, and their 
mothers and sisters, and sweethearts. 

Mrs. Wolcott chaperoned her daughter, — and Eus- 
tace was not ashamed to give her his arm, before 
them all. She was comely, well-dressed, in quiet 
matronly fashion, in black satin and fine old lace ; her 
gray hair brushed back from her forehead, and no 
frippery any where ; and Bessie walked so modestly 
by her side, blooming and fresh, and she never seemed 
conscious of the admiration she excited ; all her atten- 
tions and enjoyments were centered in him, and 
though Dick Wa\singham, his chum, brought Misa 
Pauline Bradshaw of Roaring River, to their table, 
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and placed her beside Bessie, she suffered no whit by 
contrast, though Miss Bradshaw was a noted beauty. 
They four visited his boat-liouse together, and Bessie 
wore her kilt dress (which showed her nice-fitting 
boots), and her Lady Gainsborough hat, and all the fel- 
lows said she was " immense." 

Then at the Promenade she came down in a cream 
silk, trimmed with bouquets of sweet peas, and he had 
been besieged for permission to dance with her, and 
she had been obliged to halve all her waltzes, and 
even h^ quadrilles, and she lost off a heel from her 
slipper, and he had sat a delicious half -hour with her, 
in one of the boxes, while it was sent to be fastened 
on, and Johnny Con vers threatened to shoot himself, 
if she was not out in time for his Lancers ; and then 
he held her little plump silk-stockinged foot in his 
hand, when he fitted its slipper on, and fastened its 
tiny satin bands ; she smiled down in his face, while 
he knelt before her ; she was bright and flushed, and 
distractingly charming, and she said : 

" Oh, Eustace, how good of you, to bring me down 
here, I am having such a good time !" 

The next morning she attended the Class German, 
in a black silk which fitted her beautifully, and set 
off her slender figure in such a wonderful manner, 
and a hat made entirely of wild roses, and she danced 
perfectly, — especially in the scarf figure (girls are 
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apt to be awkward in the scarf figure), — and when her 
turn came, at the archery, Dick Walsingham whis- 
pered in his ear ; " Cupid has lent her his arrow, or 
else she's Diana herself, by Jove !" and he knew she 
was a success, when old Dick, the dilettanti, began to 
moon and rave over her, and his heart beat high with 
love and exultation. 

While his rapturous dream was so vivid and real, 
that he almost felt Bessie's breath on his cheek, and 
heard the music of the waltz to which he was whirling 
her, a blithe cauty young man came along, and asked 
him if the seat beside him was engaged. 

Eustace felt cross and disturbed, to have his memo- 
ries dissipated with a word, so that the gay ball-room 
vanished, and he was dumped into a car full of dis- 
sonant individuals, not one of whom knew Bessie, and 
he pushed off his hat and scowled, though he felt 
obliged to make room for the unwelcome intruder, 
who seated himself as if he had just realized a fortune^ 
and had come to dispense it among his fellow- 
passengers. 

He carried in one hand a well-packed bag, and 
some tools for piano-tuning, done up in canvas, and 
bundled into a shawl-strap, embroidered with bright 
spring flowers. 

He had a sprig of mignonnette in his button-hole, 
and a locket on his watch-chain. Kot yet having 
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found the face he desired to shut inside, he wore 
" To Let " beautifully emblazoned in gold and azure. 

He tried urbane conversation with his neighbor, 
but getting only crusty replies, he scanned the intract- 
able wayfarer from a serene standpoint of lenient 
commiseration, as who should say, " Poor fellow, a 
man whose blood is very snow-broth ;" then he began 
to hum : 

** Come to my arms, my chance acquaintance ;" 

and, drawing from his pocket a small volume, having 
"Andrew Ashcroft, Merry Bank," printed in gold on 
its cover, he began to dip into its contents, trying 
scraps of melodies onto the songs ; some of which he 
was setting to suitable music. 

With each stop of the train he ran out to the rear 
platform, and brought back queer comments on the 
station loafers, or anything else which happened to 
take his attention. He was so patently amusing him- 
self, that he also amused those around him. Some of 
the stupid, sleepy, were roused up and looked inter- 
ested, and the anxious, brooding ones, perplexed over 
tangled businesses, forgot their worries and began to 
laugh and joke with him and each other. 

There was a flighty, bumtious child opposite, who 
yelled for pop-corn as soon as the vender apppeared, 
seizing hold of his basket and refusing to leave go till 
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she got some of his wares. As fast as her mother 
picked off one fist, she grabbed with another, all the 
while squalling : 

" Buy me some, Mother Betsy — ^buy me some corn !" 

The passengers began to make fun of the girl and 
her antics, and the mother's face grew red and 
redder. 

" Nancy Jane, I can't — ^I have not got any money," 
said she, in a whisper. " You shall have half a bushel 
when you get to grandma's." 

" Your voice is too loud, and your hands are too 
busy," said Andrew Ashcroft. " There are two papers 
of corn — pray make them last as long as you can." 

He unfastened the belligerent claws, and, filling 
them^ he paid the man, and quiet was restored ; but 
eating provoked thirst, and soon a teazing wail began 
to vex the ears of the travelers. 

" I'm dry ! I want some water. Mother Betsy ! 
Gim me some water !" 

"There isn't any water here, Nancy Jane. Keep 
still, do — oh, won't I be glad when I get you to 
grandma's ?" 

" I can't wait. I won't wait, yah ! yah ! I will 
have a drink. I don't believe there is any grand 
ma. I don't want to go there, I want to go home. 
I'm dry!" 

"K you don't shut up your noise you'll get 
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spanked," answered the mother, giving her offspring 
a smart shake. "Now, then, will you hush — will 
you ?" 

" If you desire to rise and give her, like the unjust 
judge, for her much speaking, I'll make way for you," 
laughed Andrew, pretending to suppose Eustace's im- 
patient mutterings and flouncings, during the scuflJe 
and screeching, were expressions of pity and sympathy. 
" He who gives a cup of cold water in the name of a 
disciple, shall receive a disciple's reward." 

" Look here, Nancy Jane ; if you will promise to 
go to sleep, I'll fetch you a drink in my silver cup," 
said he, going over and patting her. 

Instantly the kicking and skirmishing ceased, and 
through tangled locks the child's wet eyes watched 
him pull the cup from its case, and she clutched it 
with eager hands when he brought it filled to the 
brim, and held it to her lips. 

" Oh, how good I how proper good," said she, drain- 
ing the last drop. " I wish I had some more." 

" My goblet holds about a pint," remarked Andrew, 
" and I should not feel justified in offering you any 
more." 

"And you are a real kind gentleman — that you 
are," spoke up the mother, gratefully. " I wish there 
was more folks like you. What do you say for it, 
Nancy Jane ?" 
6 
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" That is an awful pretty cup of hisen. I wish I 
could have it for mine." 

"Do you, Nancy Jane? Then you shall. 'Twas 
mine, 'tis thine, my Nancy Jane." He tossed it into 
her lap. 

She was a touzled, tumbled little witch, with bright 
eyes and lips, and she put so much willful desire into 
her gaze at the shining thing she coveted, that it 
might have leaped into her hands of its own accord. 

" Now I have surely earned the disciple's reward," 
said Andrew, airily to Eustace, as he wiped his fingers. 
" You see I gave the cold water, cup and all." 

" 'Tis true, till taught by pain, 

Men really know not what good water's worth. 
If you had been in Turkey or in Spain; 

Or with a famished boat's crew had your berth, 
Or on the desert heard the camel's bell, 
You'd wished yourself where truth is — in a well." 



CHAPTER XL 

COME TO MY AEMS, MY CHANCE ACQUAIKTAKCE I 

]R. WINCHESTER had been critically ob- 
oervant of Andrew Ashcrof t's performances. 
He did not like them. He frowned impa- 
tiently at his mercurial, mirthful restless- 
ness ; he resented his chaffing, and scoffed inwardly 
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at antics which would have been exactly in his line a 
few years ago ; he felt old, and out of tune with 
jocund hilarity, and after the episode of the cup he 
turned up his nose. 

" Effect ! The blasted jackanapes goes in for effect." 

" Roaring River ! I'm going to get off there, my 
chance acquaintance ;" said the jackanapes, consult- 
ing his card of distances, " in about a quarter of an 
hour, Andrew Ashcroft will be to you a thing of the 
past. I'll tramp the town over, and tune pianos, and 
all the nice people will be civil ; and they'll ask me to 
dinner, and the pretty girls will sing to me, and I'll 
sing to them ; and if there is a party in the evening, I 
am sure of an invitation ; and I'll dance with the belle 
of the ball. Oh, who would not be a troubadour or a 
piano-tuner ?" 

" I dare say you well distinguish yourself, you seem 
in the mood to make entertainment out of small capi- 
tal," he remarked, eyeing him over with small favor ; 
his pink cheeks and smooth chin ; his slim, long-fin- 
gered hands. 

" Hum, pleased with a rattle, tickled with a straw : 
that is about your idea of my capabilities. You are 
quite welcome to your opinion, so' long as I have the 
good times. I follow my inclinations ; they lead me 
into no mischief, I sometimes fall in with cross-grained 
people, and if I can get no pleasure from their neigh 
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borhood, I bid them a respectful adieu, as I shall you, 
presently, and I wish them better luck ai>d better 
tempers." 

" Because a man does not choose to talk to strangers, 
you have no right to conclude him a churl ; he may 
prefer his own thoughts," replied Eustace, nettled at 
his companion's cool estimate of him and- his be- 
havior. 

" Quite true, oh, chance acquaintance, railway 
etiquette never compels conversation. To tell the 
truth, I fancied that it might be an act of good fellow- 
ship to divert your thoughts from an unpleasant sub- 
ject. You did not choose to be diverted, and there is 
no harm done. I feel just as complaisant as though you 
had been ever so entertaining." 

"Dead Hollow!" called out the conductor. Sev- 
eral passengers came in, and finding no vacant places, 
they crowded along to the rear in a huddle, holding 
on to each other and clutching at the seat-rails. 

" Well, I vum ! I sh'd think they might 'ford folks 
room to set down, as long as they tax 'em for 't," 
remarked a girl with a common, cross face, cut into 
cunning lines about the eyes and mouth, thick wide- 
nostriled nose, of the type which likes to poke into 
other people's business, a long mouth, holding a glib 
tongue, fond of wagging to spread news, faded hair 
helped out with much jute, and a pimply complexion. 
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produced by irregular and insufficient food, and a 
habit of gorging with opportunity. 

Marsha Petingill, the poor orphan niece, who was 
fetched up by her aunt Almira, the tailoress of Roar- 
ing River, who lived down on the flats. She had a 
couple of baskets and some bundles, which were slip- 
pery and troublesome, and she looked as if she would 
like to bite all the people who had seats, while she was 
forced to stand. 

" I calculate they don't allow a hull seat, so as that 
young un can hev a bed," said she, pausing before 
Nancy Jane, who had gone to sleep hugging her silver 
cup, and was comfortably wrapped in her mother's 
shawl ; " here, wake up, small bones, lemme set down." 

Nancy Jane being roused hurriedly from her slum- 
bers, sprang up ready for war, her unkempt head was 
more frouzled, and her cheeks redder than when she 
went to sleep, and her fists and feet were all alive. 

" Go away," she shrieked, " you ugly girl. I won't 
get up. I'll bite you. I'll kick you." 

"Ain't you 'shamed?" said Marsha, dodging the 
child's defense. " Everybody'll hate ye if ye act so. 
No ? Well, ye hain't got no shame in ye." 

" She is so tired, poor child, I hate to disturb her," 
said Mother Betsey, as Nancy Jane burrowed among her 
shawls again, watching her enemy with keen outlook. 

** I should think she was jest about tired enough to 
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catch a good warming if she got what she deserved. 
I've a good mind to pull her out, anyhow." 

" Don't, pray don't," exclaimed Andrew Ashcrof t, 
skipping nimbly forth. " Sit here, I implore you," he 
added, taking Marsha by the shoulders, and steadying 
her and the bundles to the place he vacated. 

" Well, I 'spose it'll kinder rest you to use your 
legs a spell," remarked Marsha, plumping into the 
offered seat, and squaring her elbows into inconve- 
nient proximity with Dr. Winchester's ribs ; " got 
cramped, mebbe, didn't ye ?" 

Andrew stole a glance at his late neighbor, and 
was intensely tickled by his too evident disgust. 

" Thou'rt well rid of me, my chance acquaintance, 
therefore give thanks," laughed he, merrily. 

" Marsha Petingill, you might a sot along of me," 
called out a brazen-faced, poorly-dressed fellow in the 
corner ; " 'twouldn't be the first time." 

" I had enough of you, Payson Williams, when I 
went to the old deestric school. You was a nasty, 
sneakin' brat in them days, and you hain't mended 
none sence." 

As the laugh he hoped to raise at the girl's expense 
turned against him, Payson Williams turned toward 
her with an ugly leer. 

" I'll owe you one for that, Marsha," said he. 
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^* If ye don't pay it better'n ye do yer store debts 
ye won't hurt me much." 

She turned her shoulder to him with this retort, 
and looked Eustace over as if she were hunting for his 
weak points before she attacked him* 

" I've been down to Dead Holler after some things 
for Aunt Almira," said she. "The mill stopped to- 
day, and I thought I'd go somewhus, so'st to get the 
buzzin' out of my ears. Hev an apple ?" 

" Dinner is yet a long way off," said Andrew Ash- 
croft. " Don't despise the goods the gods provide." 

They were speeding along at a great pace by this 
time, and the cars rocked over the rails, suggesting 
unpleasantly an accident. 

" We are going faster than regulation time," re- 
marked Andrew, peering out of the window at the 
swiftly moving panorama of wood And field, flitting 
past them. 

"I hope we shan't smam ii^to the Boss' picnic," 
observed Marsha Petingill > "• they ought to be along 
about now. Oh, Lofd/1 what's that noise. Oh, 
we're dyin' ! we're dead !" 

" Down brakes i'' whistled the engineer ; but it 
was too late to reverse the engine. The locomotives 
plunged asound. the bend, and faced each other like 
snorting monsters eager for battle, and with a dash 
&nd crash, men, women, and children, were hurled 
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about the fields in conglomerate heaps of bruised and 
palpitating humanity. 

It was an excursion train filled with Gonecusset 
operatives. One of the company picnics, of which the 
pleasures and pains were made rather obligatory. 

If the hands refused to go they were looked on 
with disfavor by the superintendent, and if they did 
go they grumbled. 

" Why should we spend our money to please the 
boss? What do we care for his big supper, and all 
his singin' and speechaf ying ? We'd rather have our 
spree amongst ourselves, and nobody eyein' us over." 

But Esquire Hitchcock and Mr. John Bisbee made 
a point of the excursion ; they liked to have it in the 
papers : 

" Great doings among the Gonecussets ! The lib- 
eral managers of this tremendous industry understand 
the art of providing healthful amusements for their 
operatives. Good cheer, music, flags, &c." 

It was as good as a hundred-dollar advertisement 
to the company, and it cost them nothing except the 
labor of drumming up the hands, and getting them 
off. 

Death by burning, scalding ; death under the 
swift wheels, grinding all they touched to atoms ; 
death by , drowning ; death in lingering torture of 
shattered bodies ; sudden death, most mercifuL All 
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shades and conditions of human agony heaped around 
Eustace Winchester when he came to himself ; hem-: 
ming him in, groaning and shrieking into his ears, 
praying for help, cursing the God who would not send 
them death and end their anguish. 

He struggled to his feet, relieving poor Andrew 
Ashcroft of his weight. He had been thrown across 
him, and his face and hands were all dabbled in the 
blood which had spurted from a gash in the young 
fellow's forehead. He felt dazed and shaken, but was 
not injured. 

" Thank you, you have too solid flesh to melt, and 
you nearly knocked off my wind.'* 

He was incessantly and unconsciously trying to 
stop his wound with his soft hat, which he dabbed 
against it, and he was half blinded with his own 
blood, which oozed drop by drop into his eyes. 

"Look a here, poor dumb mouth, you'll have to 
dry up ; we haven't time for this sort of thing, you 
know. I must rise up William Walker, and help some 
of these folks. Men are needed now , I am a man, 
therefore I must respond to the call of the suffer- 
ing." 

While he rambled on in his talk, he was vainly 
trying to get up. After several efforts, he fell back, 
gasping : 

"My foot is gone, broken off, I think. I can't 
6* 
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move it. Oh, my God ! must I lie here helpless, when 
all these wounded wretches want aid ?" 

" We'll soon see what ails you/' said Eustace, 
whipping out his handkerchief, and binding up 
Andrew's head. " There ! that will stop the effusion : 
now how about the foot ?" 

" Never mind, stranger. I can't go on it anyhow, 
and I reckon it will keep till some of these are attended 
to. There ! that girl under those timbers, just dying 
for a lift, that I could give : she has got a sweet- 
heart : I saw her looking at his picture, not an 
hour ago. I haven't got any sweetheart, but I've got 
a sister who loves me better than forty sweethearts 
rolled into one. If I am dead when you come 
back, I want you to send her word. Poor Bianca, 
she'll be sorry." 

Eustace was not idle while he listened to the talk 
of the young man, who had proved how sweet and 
pleasant life was to him ; and how willing he was to 
oblige others. 

He had cut away the shoe and stocking from the 
hurt foot, and was hurriedly shaping a couple of 
splints from old shingles which lay scattered about. 

He felt as if a mirror was being held up to his own 
past life ; and he was forced to see himself, self 
indulgent, useless — a cipher among men, which might 
be blotted out without loss to anybody : the hot blood 
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from Andrew Ashcroft's veins, which dropped off his 
face, might have been a baptism of fire : such an 
electric thrill shot through his frame, kindling his soul 
to new life : inspiring him with pluck, and pushing 
him to use it for his kind. 

" Softly, softly, my chance acquaintance : you see 
you did not bid me a respectful adieu, and I won't 
leave the sweet singer of Israel weltering in gore : I 
am working fast ; when you are as well as can be ex- 
pected, Pm going to the rest. I'm a doctor ; so you 
may trust me, and I'll leave all your bones precisely 
as Nature fixed them for you. 'Tis a compound 
fracture, but you'll get over it. You'll tune lots of 
pianos yet, and dance with their fair owners. Now, 
one minute more ; I have sampled your blood, you see " 
(wiping his face), " 'tis a healthy color. I'll wash it off 
though ; and set some w^ater here : you can use your 
hands to cleanse your own, while I am busy over 
there. Don't stir your leg till I come back." 

His patient had uttered no groans while he was at 
work, and when he finished, he said in a quick, nervous 
voice, he tried hard to control : 

"Thanks, good Samaritan : I can't tell the relief 
you have given me ; but you are losing valuable time : 
I've seen three die since you began. Hello ! who's 
this I My lady of the silver cup, where's your mother, 
child?" 
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The little creature crept close to his side and 
crouched there. Her face was white, and her eyes 
dilated with terror. 

"Mother Betsy's over there — she hasn't got any 
head : I'm afraid of her. I want to stay with you." 

She shuddered from head to foot, and kept her 
back to the awesome sight she was fleeing from. 

" Stay with me, little Nan ; are you not afraid 
of such a bloody head and bare bones ?" 

" No, no, you are all in one piece. Mother Betsy 
isn't. I'll wash your face, and you will be clean 
again. I can't touch her ; let me stay ; Til keep still." 

" So you shall stay, my Nan, till somebody claims 
you. What is your name, poor poppet ?" 

" Nancy Jane." 

" Yes, I know that ; 'tis your father's name I 
lack." 

" I havn't got any father ; Becky Barnes has got 
one ; he whips Becky. I don't like fathers — I like 
you." 

" And I like you ; so put your hand in mine, and 
we will be fast friends. My head whirls like a top. I 
feel as if I was going up, up ; sailing, sailing like a 
cloud." 

He closed his eyes, and Eustace looked hurriedly 
around for a whole body with a soul inside — seeking 
help and finding none. 
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"Ah ! there is a woman who does not seem to be 
hurt. I'll run and fetch her ; she shall stay by him 
till I return." 

It was Marsha Petingill. She had crawled out of 
the wrecked car, and was sitting on the grass, feeling 
of her limbs. 

" I reely thought I was smashed all to bits, but I 
ain't. I'm as sick as a cat, but I'm all solid apparently. 
Where's my turnips and the bag of beans ? All spilt I 
Oh, dear ! what'U Aunt Almira say ?" 

"Never mind the beuns," said Eustace, impa- 
tiently. " You are not hurt — and here^ is a man who 
is. I want you to come straight along and do as I bid 
you." 

" Straight, is it I Well, you and I may be thank- 
ful if we can go crooked or anyhow after this. I'll 
follow you ; go ahead. Oh, massey I to think that I 
should jest have gone down to Dead Holler, and got 
into such a mess as this ! How are you feelin', young 
man ? You gin me a seat ; now I'll do what I can 
for you. I'm beat if here ain't that fightin' young 
'un, with her silver cup. She's held onto it through 
thick and thin. I do vum I Here, give it to me. I'll 
take care on't in my pocket." 

Nancy looked hard in Marsha's face, and turning 
to Andrew, she hid her prize under his arm. 

" Oh, you won't, won't you ? Well then, I'll make 
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you. Come, get along out of this. Pm goin' to do 
the nussin'. I don't want you here." 

" Leavd Nan alone," said Andrew, " she belongs to 
me. You need not stop either ; go help somebody 
else." 

Marsha cast an ugly look at the child, who boldly 
returned the challenge. 

" Yes, go away ; we don't want you, you're hum- 
bly." 

" Humbly, am I ? Well, you had better be hum- 
ble ; if he dies, what'll you do then ?" 

" He won't die. I'll say my prayers till he gets 
well. Go away ; I want to begin, so that God can 
get ready." 

" I'm goin', I don't ever stop where I ain't wanted. 
If he does die, you best look out. I'll come back by- 
and-by." 

As she walked slowly along — threading her way 
amongst the wounded and the dead and dying — 
Marsha stepped over corpses and through pools of 
blood with strange and stolid indifference. The 
agony around her awakened little sympathy in her 
breast ; she felt no desire to aid the sufferers ; she 
was drawn by new impulses to observe the clothes and 
ornaments they wore. She had never been a thief, 
but the stealing propensity must have been dormant 
within her, for her eyes grew cunning and eager ac 
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she peered here and there, gloating over what she 
saw. 

She happened to be quite alone ; all those who were 
unhurt were busy with the picnic people forward, and 
as she passed around the train, she left behind her the 
whole dread scene, for a moment being shut off by a 
wrecked car, whose wheels had plowed deep furrows 
in the torn turf. Only one woman lay on the track ; 
she was young and beautiful, and richly clad. Her 
fingers were covered with rings, and her hands lay 
limp and warm by her side. 

Marsha's gaze fastened on the shining jewels, but 
though the poor girl was dead, with closed eyes, she 
hesitated to touch her, and, squatting like a toad, she 
watched and waited. 

Finally she grew bold, and shook the shoulder of 
the corpse, and catching an auburn curl in her fingers, 
she gave it a smart pull. 

Whatever of goodness or kindness might have 
been in Marsha Petingill's face, fled out of it now, 
and only evil showed there. Her features seemed to 
set and harden into old villainy. Nan had called her 
" humbly " — now she was malicious, repulsive, abomi- 
nable. 

"I might as well have 'em," she said, hoarsely 
whispering to the fiend who tempted her. "Some* 
body else will ef I don't, they're hansum. I'll slip 'em 
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off, and keep 'em till they're called for. If anybody- 
has got a right to 'em they will be sure to be hunted 
out. Then I'll give 'em up, and they'll thank me, and 
maybe gim me money for keepin' 'em safe." 

The last clause was an addendum suggested by 
feeble conscience, and made secret mirth for the fiend. 
The rings all secured, Marsha went through the 
pockets of the fine silken dress, then to the brooch and 
earrings, and by that time she was ready to strip the 
dead, and leave them stark where they lay. 

Meanwhile a couple of hours had passed.. The Dead 
Hollow people hurried to the scene of the disaster, 
and the farmers opened their barns for the wounded. 
All worked with a will, and before nightfall the 
dead were separated from the living, and the wounded 
were sheltered. 

Eustace Winchester was everywhere, directing, 
lifting, arranging, pushed on by the new vigor and 
strength he felt. Now he belonged to his kind, he 
experienced no fatigue, no fine-gentleman shudders. 

In college he fell over senseless when the professor 
out away an arm from his subject, in his first lecture. 
To-day he was cool and steady, just a pang of faint 
sickness, one giddy whirl, as he dipped his hands into 
a blood-pool in lifting a mangled creature onto the 
grass, and he held his faculties to his will, and he used 
sympathy with his ready skill ; he made no rash mis- 



Digitized by 



Googk 



MY CHANCE ACQUAINTANCE! 137 

takes ; among the distracting sobs and wails which 
smote his ears, he went carefully. Many and many a 
lacerated body was saved from maiming, by his judi- 
cious attention. He hacked off no limbs which nature 
gave any chance to heal. 

As soon as the news could reach Roaring River, a 
car-load of helpers came down, bringing sick comforts. 
Dr.Groenveldtwas among them ; he soon found out 
his peer, and they counseled together and worked side 
by side like tried friends. 

It was a weary time before Dr. Winchester could 
get back to Andrew Ashcroft. He lay quite still, and 
little Nan was curled in a heap close to him, watching 
every breath he drew. She had washed the blood 
from his face, but his clothes were stained, and his 
features drawn with pain. The hand he had closed 
around the child's, gripped the small fingers hard. 
- " How are you, old fellow ?" called out Eustace, 
cheerfully. " How is your friend, Nanny ; have you 
taken good care of him ? Where's the woman I left 
in charge ?" 

" She wanted to drive me off, and I wouldn't go. 
I should have scratched her face if she had touched 
me ; then she said she should leave me alone and get 
along herself, and she did." 

"I am glad you are come," said Andrew opening 
hifl eyes. " I am holding on to my wits by the 
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eyelids. If this headache lasts, I must go mad oi 
die." 

" Don't ! don't do either. I've got a dose for you 
tliat will fix you up directly, I think." 

He mixed laudanum and brandy from a couple of 
phials in his pocket, and held them to Andrew's lips. 

" There," he said, as he watched him swallow the 
draught, " can you bear to be moved now ? I've got a 
stretcher ready and a man to help. Can you bear it ?" 

While he stood an instant anxiously watching the 
wandering eyes, and distrait manner of his patient, 
the poor fellow's features relaxed, and he began to 
laugh aloud. 

"Oh, yes, my brave commander, *he who fights and 
runs away may live to fight another day.' 

** * The snow so white sball be thy shirt, 
It becomes your body best ; 
The cold East wind shall wrap thy back, 
And the cold rain on thy breast." 

" Mercy on us, how the poor creature does sing I" 
said Marsha, pausing in her search for the basket of 
beans which she felt it necessary to carry home to 
Aunt Almira. I should think he was a hull funeral 
choir." 

As he went on raising his voice to a doleful wail, 
she looked askance at him, and felt of the ill-gotten 
gains which crammed her pockets. 
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" ril only just hold on to these nie-nacs till they're 
called for. I didn't take 'em to keep, no-how." 

She eyed the men closely as they laid him on the 
stretcher and carried him away. 

" There goes that fightin' young one, ketchin' holt 
of him all the while. S'pose she thinks there's lots 
more silver where that cup come froni. I hearn tell 
how he gin it to her, and seem to feel as if I should 
run across that image of rye dough some time or 
'nother. I 'pear to hate her. I should jist like to pull 
her hair for her." 

Marsha had been slowly following the group, and 
she kept them in sight while they laid their burden 
down and made him comfortable, and she thought of 
the dead woman whose auburn curl she had rudely 
fingered, and whose jewels she had stolen ; and with 
her unpleasant reflections was mingled cruel spite 
against little Nan. 

" I'll bet she'll grow up a thief ; I hope she will. 
I'll go and see her hung. Oh, gracious, what is that 
feller a-singin' now ? Why don't they stuff somethin' 
down his throat ?" 

*' *A8 I was going by Tyburn stairs, 

I saw those three thieves saying their prayers. 

As I was going up Tyburn hill, 

I saw those three thieves hanging there still.' " 

** And what does he keep a-lookin' at me all the while 
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for ? He can't see into my pocket, if he goggles his 
eyes out of his head." 

Dr. Winchester stood gazing down at his patient, 
and grimly straightening his arms, after their trial 
under Andrew's weight. 

" My muscle has come to a use at last," said he. 
" I haven't swung Indian clubs for nothing. How are 
you now, old fellow ?" 

** *Me, my brave commander ? 

Pm the cook and the cappen bold, 

And the crew of the cappen's gig ; 

And the bo'sen tight, and the midship mite, 

And the mate of the Nancy Brig.' 

" You see, I was out in the long boat, and I got 
hungry and I ate up the whole ten of 'em. So I must 
be the whole ten," he whispered. " I feel as if I was 
a hundred. I'm as strong as Sampson's ribs. I'm soft 
as the fall of snow on snow. I'm hot as the sun in 
Scorpio. Bianca wanted to come with me. Lucky 
she didn't ; all the Ashcrofts would have been snuffed 
out at once. Put your face down till I kiss you. I 
don't suppose I shall ever kiss anybody again except 
little Nan. A charge to keep I have : 'tis a pretty 
little wild-flower I found in the field. I'll smell it on 
the tree. I'll make it a present to Bianca. It came 
near being * My love lies bleeding.' Good-bye ; I'm 
going to sleep, perchance to dream. 
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** * They buried him at the murk midnight, 
When the dew fell cold and still ; 
When the aspen gray forgot to play, 
And the mists clung to the hill. 

** * They dug his grave, but a bare foot deep. 
By the edge of the Nine Stone Burn, 
And they covered him o'er with the heather flower, 
And moss, and the lady fern.' " 

The time was too urgent for Eustace to linger a 
minute longer than the needs of his patient demanded, 
and he hastened away, while the wild, sweet voice of 
the crazed singer was ringing in his pained ears. 

As soon as he was gone Marsha Petingill came and 
looked at him. 

" Return, oh Sbunamite," exclaimed he. " Sweet 
are the uses of adversity." 

" Here, you Mr. What's-your-name," she called out, 
running over and: seizing Eustace's arm ; " come right 
along and give this nice, sweet-spoken young man an- 
other dose out of your bottle. It?s a shame and a sin 
to neglect him, and he so pretty. He says I'm beau- 
tiful, and he just said I looked like the angel of con- 
versation. Hurry up." 

" You may watch him and pity him, my good girl, 
all you can — ^but you mustn't mind what he says ; he 
is out of bis head." 

"I don't find any signs of craziness myself, he'f 
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been talking as sweet as honey. Ever since I've been 
where he conld fix them handsum eyes of hisen onto 
me, he most made me weep to hear liim, so lovely and 
complimenting, just as if he was reading out of a 
book, and he's goin' to sing me one of the songs of 
Zion pretty soon. He said so." 

"Can't you stop that woman's tongue?" said Otho 
Groenveldt. " You mustn't excite the patient. If you 
can't sit by him quietly, and do as you are bid, get^out 
of the way." 

" Massey me. I guess I understand nursin' ; get 
rid of the fightin' young 'un, and I'll stop. You needn't 
think nobody was ever spoony on me before. I've 
had lots of beaux ! Come, give us the dose, Mr. 
What's-y our-name. " 

"Be respectful, if you please," called out Andrew, 
" his name is Nerval, on the Grampian hills his father 
feeds his flocks." 

" Oh, massey me, so tliat's his name, is it ? Well, I'm 
willing to give him his titk ; there ain't nothin' mean 
about ma Now then. Dr. Nerval, you rise up his head, 
till I tuck a clean wisp of straw down his dear back ; 
he's bled onto the hay, till it looks as if we'd been a- 
butcherin' on him. So much for Boss Hitchcock, and 
his old pic-nic." 

"You had better find employment elsewhere, if 
you desire to help," said Otho " Come, give place ; 
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here is Rose Flantfagan,- she can keep quiet although 
she is a woman. Sit down here, Rose, and do just as 
Dr. Norval tells you." 

Eustace looked at Otho ; just a suspicion of a queer 
little smile was playing round his mouth. 

It was a good time to explain his right to the 
name of Winchester, but he did not avail himself of 
it. He measured out the lotions, and showed Miss 
Flannagan how to apply them, in silence. 

As soon as fresh, pretty, young Rose came near, 
Andrew seized her hand. 

" Take away that owl, that screeching owl ; she 
roars at me like the bulls of Bashan, she smells of 
the pit ; take her away. Sit down, don't go till my 
sounding board is mended ; it's cracked, you see, my 
keys won't speak, I'm below concert pitch, I want buff- 
ing. Dr. Norval is going to mend me up. You see, 
they broke my legs moving me over, so I have to lie 
here till they are glued on. Doctor, take away that 
cat. Gather not my soul with sinners." 

" Well, I vum, the fickleness of the male sect ! 
Just now he was all soft-soap ; because a nice face has 
come along, it's *get out, Marsha !' Some prefers 
Irish. I wish ye joy of yer fightin' young 'ud, and 
yer Pa<Jdy nuss." 



Digitized by 



Googk 




144 THE bjboad eoad which leads to death. 
CHAPTER XII. 

THE BROAD ROAD WHICH LEADS TO DEATH. 

IFTER a good deal more prowling about the 
field, Marsha gathered her bundles and 
started for her home. 
It was quite dark by this time. She was 
used to tramping about by herself. She had never 
been allowed a candle to go to bed with. She ought 
to have felt no fears ; but as she left behind the 
strange scene she was quitting, the wrecked train, and 
up-torn road, the heaped-up dead, she peered anx- 
iously around her, and started at shadows. 

A short cut through a wood-lot would bring her 
home, with half an hour's brisk walking. She turned 
her head hither and thither, and stooping to look for- 
ward, she made up her mind. 

" What am I afraid of ? Haven't I been through 
Gooden's woods often enough before ; 'tis only the 
edge of the evening." She felt of her pocket. " I've got 
*em all safe. I shan't dast to wear 'em ; but I'll fetch 
the money, a little to a time, when I want a new 
ribbon ; mebby I might look as trig as that Biddy 
Flannagan, if I sot out for't. Uncle Knox he was 
put in prison for stealin' a boss. I wonder what they 
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do to folks that steal watches. If I thought they'd 
ketch me, I'd run away to-night, but I only took the 
things to save 'em up, that's all. That woman with 
the curls was a pretty creature, I didn't hurt her, I 
haven't hurt nobody." 

She was stepping on at a fast walk, and a noise of 
stealthy steps, coming up behind her, made her quicken 
her pace to a run. The other began to run also. 
What if she was already found out and pursued ? 

" Marsha, I say, Marsha," called out a thick voice 
close to her ear, " Mai-sha, what ails ye ? What makes 
ye tear along like a catamount after snakes ? I'm all 
out of breath try in' to catch up." 

"Oh, it's you, is it, Payson Williams ? I thought it 
was old Flynn's helioses on legs, you wheezed and 
snorted so. Ye'd better keep yer breath to cool yer 
porridge. I don't keep company with no such loafers 
as you be, and I've told ye often enough before. 
Can't ye take a hint, without a kick ?" 

''' No, don't seem as I can, Marsha," replied the fel- 
low, leering and grinning at her through the darkness. 
" I feel so kinder spoony when I get anigh ye." 

He was quite loaded down with miscellaneous lug- 
gage — carrying an overcoat on his arm, a couple of 
bags in one hand, and three or four ladies' satchels 
Btrnng on a cord around his shoulders. 

" Ye must be sick, Payson Williams. What do ye 
7 
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'spose I want of you ? When I take up with a man I 
mean to better myself. A loafer in rags won't suit me." 

" Marsha Knox, you know yer name is. Yer Tom 
Knox's gal, sure as yer bom." 

" What's that to you ? Almira Petingill fetched me 
up. She says I'm a Petingill. I hain't never done 
nothin' to disgrace 'em neither." 

" Hain't ye, Marsha ? What's all them things in 
yer pocket ? Smart as a bumblebee, ain't ye ? Didn't I 
see ye, busy as a hen with one chicken, amongst the 
dead folks ? Hain't ye got their rings and watches and 
all in yer pocket, right here, and don't I feel 'em now ?" 

" You get along, Payson Williams," cried Marsha, 
trying to shake him off, in sudden terror. I only jest 
picked up a few nic-nacs I see lying loose 'round to 
save 'em. You lemme be, or I'll holler." 

" Holler away, till I stuff my fist down your throat, 
and that won't take me long. I'm drefful strong in 
# my arms. Keep still, can't ye ? I don't want to run 
no muck on ye, Marsha ; come, let's be pardners. I'll 
marry ye for a cent, if ye be a thief, I ain't proud. 
We'll go off somewheres on a good tramp, and live just 
as we've a mind to, and we won't work in the darned 
buzzy old mill no more, I'm sick of them old hypo- 
crites, orderin' me round. I hain't never had no good 
times, I've been whipped and bullied all I'm goin' 
to. My father's dead, and your'n ought to be, and 
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we'll make a pair — we're in the same boat — what do 
you say — will you come on a tramp ?" 

" No, no ; I won't. I hate ye. Yer humbly. Yer 
dirty. Ye hain't got no good clothes. I want to go 
home to Aunt Almira ; she's expectin' of me." 

" Now, see here, Marsha, you give me some of that 
money you boned, and I'll fix up. I'll cut a swell with 
any of the big bugs ; no feller can't look hansum"* in 
these old rags. Ye'd better take up with me, nobody 
else won't have ye now. I'll inform on ye, and ye'll be 
jugged. You may bet yer sweet life on that." 

" I'll tell ye what I'll do," answered Marsha, who 
was trembling all over. " I'll give ye the girl's watch, ' 
and we'll be quits ; that's fair now, ain't -it." 

"No, I won't take it. I mean to have you to go 
with me. I'm awful strong. I might knock ye down 
and take the whole, but I don't want to hurt ye — not 
if ye come along peaceable. Ye needn't try to get 
away, cause ye can't." 

. They had been walking slowly side by side, and as 
close as he could squeeze to her. When he commenced 
to plead his love suit, he clutched her arm ; and all 
her struggles had failed to set her loose : she was 
thoroughly scared. A great hulking bully — she knew 
him well ; when he fought, he bit his opponents : more 
than one in JVAllville had been marked by him for life. 
She had never felt any fear of him before. He was 
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always fawning on her : grinning at her rebuffs, 
skulking after her. 

" Let me go home to-night, Payson, and I'll see ; 
mebby I'll go to-morrow. I'm tired. I'm sleepy. Let 
me go." 

" Now Marsha, tain't no use, you know it ain't. Ye 
can't help yourself. I don't want to hurt ye, but if ye 
don't come along quiet, I shall make ye, that's all." 

The girl seemed to know that the brute which pos- 
sessed him was panting to get loose and spring upon 
her, and tear her ; but he was so repulsive, and she 
hated him so, that she could not yield without one effort 
for freedom. 

Using all her strength, she swung herself round, 
and getting a tree between them, she jammed his 
hand against its trunk, with such harsh force, that his 
fingers loosened their clasp — and she was free. 

He gnashed his teeth, as he threw his plunder on 
the ground and pursued her. She seemed glued to the 
earth, and as in a dream she tried to run away ; but 
her limbs refused to carry her. He dragged her to 
the earth and stamped on her. " I'm a nasty sneak, 
and I alius was, and I hain't improved none sence, 
hain't I? Ye'll rue the day ye ever said them words. 
Oh, yes, ye'll come along with me after this night's 
work, if I let ye. Yer nose is bleedin'. I've a great 
mind to bite yer face all over." 
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The moon came up, and gleamed pale and cold 
upon the woman who was stretche'd on the ground, 
moaning in the wood. The wild wind moaned in the 
branches above her. Half a mile away was heard the 
throbbing of the engine, like sobs of anguish, and the 
hands were getting up steam, to carry help to the 
wounded and suffering. No help came to Marsha 
Petingill ; it might as well have been a hundred miles 
off, with that brute's fists busy about her head. 

She ceased to struggle or cry out, and lay quite 
still, dazed and defenseless. 

He loosed his hold, and leaned over her, panting : 

" Oh, ye've got enough, have ye ! Get up then and 
come along." 

As she made no sign, he touched her roughly with 
his foot, holding himself ready for a spring. 

" Oh, there can't nobody say I haint courted ye, to 
make ye say yes. Do you hate me now, hay ?" 

" No," answered she, slowly struggling into a sit- 
ting posture, and clearing the hair off her face. "I 
wish you had killed me and done with it. I thought 
I was dying." 

" Well, you wasn't. I couldn't spare ye. I want 
yer company. Ye always said ye wouldn't keep mine, 
now ye can't help yerself . If ye ever try to run away, 
I'll brain ye with my fist." 

"Payson, ye'll get married to me, won't ye?*' 
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asked she, humbly. " I haven't never done no wrong 
yet, and I want to be an honest woman." 

" That is a good one. What do you call robbin* 
dead folks ? I'll ketch ye pullin' corpses out of their 
coffins to steal their hair yet. I know you've got the 
makin's of a thief in ye." 

" Don't speak so," said Marsha, shuddering. " It 
scares me to death." 

" You'll scare worse if you ever disobey me. I give 
ye fair warning ; if ye get away, I'll spend my life 
payin' ye up for it. I'll marry ye, fast enough, a mar- 
ried man can keep his wife in order. I need a gal to 
mend my clothes and cook my victuals. Now hand 
over them articles in your pocket. I'll put 'em safe 
into my bag, and you may carry it' for me : we must 
walk all night, and put a good piece between us and 
this place before daylight." 

Marsha surrendered her ill-gotten booty without a 
word ; perhaps she sent a regretful sigh back to the 
attic chamber at Aunt Almira's, where she had had 
hard times and been miserable. What was she now ? 
She took the heavy burden he thrust upon her, with- 
out a word, and prepared to follow him out into the 
wide, dreary world. 

" We hain't no use for them cars," remarked Pay- 
gon, " here through the woods lies our road : we've got 
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to make Top Town : I know a place there where we 
shall be safe for a spell." 



CHAPTER Xin. 
CHILDREN MUST BE PAID FOB. 




UCKILY for the sufferers, it was a warm 
autumn, and the soft air and purple haze 
of our Indian summer stayed on till almost 
Christmas ; so that they had opportunity 
to recover, without suffering from cold storms, and 
one by one they were removed by their friends. 

Andrew Ashcroft's ancle healed rapidly enough, 
but his mind still wandered, the injury to his brain 
being more severe than at first appeared, and at times 
the doctors almost despaired of his recovery. 

A couple of weeks were gone already, and as he 
could not be moved, the charitable people from Roar- 
ing River were still taking turns in watching him as well 
as the others : the book of songs in his pocket had 
given them his address, and a message had been sent 
to Merry Bank to the sister Bianca, of whom he often 
raved in his delirium, but nothing had as yet been 
heard from it. 

Little Nan refused to leave him^ and after several 
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fruitless efforts, much coaxing, and a little trial of gen- 
tle force, Mrs. Jan Vedder told them to let her alone. 

^' She does no harm, she is quiet : she can help 
her friend : she loves him, so we will keep her tidy 
and give her her will : it would be cruel to part them. 
The silver cup has his name on it ; they must be 
some kin. Is he your uncle, Nan, or your brother? 
Your father he cannot be, with that young face and 
beardless chin." 

" He is Andrew ; I am Nancy Jane. He told me 
to stay here. I shall bite you if you try to take me 
away." 

She was not at all violent. She spoke very quietly 
and did not look angry. She was obeying the direc- 
tions of her best friend, and her face and air showed 
that she meant to abide by them. 

Mrs. Jan stopped, and studied her curiously. She 
saw her nestle close to Andrew's couch, and obsei-ved 
the fondness of her glance and touch ; noticed her 
quiet patience, how she accepted such food as they 
offered her, and ate it, asking for nothing ; and, as in 
a dream, she seemed to see little Sonsie Eagan, the 
crossing-sweeper, making her way, doing her best. 

" I must not lose sight of her when he goes, if she 
is left alone then. I will try to take care of her. She 
is a brave child, and a loving, despite her rough 
speech." 
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Among the helpers Rose Flannagan came again and 
again, to sit by Andrew Ashcroft's bed, and she came 
not entirely of her own will either, — because Dr. 
Groenveldt found how her presence was magnetic to 
the patient, and he ordered her to the post. 

Bridget, or Rose Flannagan, as she was now mostly 
called, had many qualifications for a good nurse. She 
was sensible, quiet, bright, and extremely pretty ; and 
though the strange wanderings of her charge some- 
times filled her with awe or sorrow, she also experi- 
enced a certain amount of interest and admiration for 
a handsome young stranger, ill, away from all his kin- 
dred ; and she scrupulously carried out the minutest 
of the doctor's directions. 

When Bridget was a child she had been the friend 
and playfellow of the children of the gente descente. 
" Bid is a lady," said Pauline Bradshaw on one memo- 
rable occasion. " Bid acts good, she tells no lies, she's 
merry, she's kind, she plays fair, she's nice." Bid was 
grown into a beautiful young girl now, and she had 
never failed to deserve her friend's commendation. 

When Pauline was about to be sent to Rosenbloom 
she begged her parents to let her have Bid for her 
room-mate, and as the girl's character was fully estab- 
lished, and everybody respected her, they joyfully 
agreed, feeling that their daughter could not be in 
safer proximity. They had some trouble to win her 
7* 
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consent. There was a memory rankling in Bid's mind 
of a child's party up at Craigenfels, whither she had 
gone, escorted by Pauline, and which had culminated 
in a disastrous quarrel on account of her- presence. 
One Prance Pedlow, and his sister Lorain e, had 
headed a faction which insulted and ill-treated the 
Irish maid, and grievously wounded her pride. 

It was a memory for a lifetime, and it often held 
Bid steady when she might have lost her head and 
given herself airs, with all the petting and caresses of 
Pauline and her choicest friends. 

When they entered Rosenbloom as pupils, Madame 
was shocked to hear her familiarly called Bid. 

"I cannot permit it," said she. "The name 
smacks of the kitchen and laundry. It suggests com- 
mon servants with red elbows. Miss Flannagan is a 
young lady. None but ladies ever enter our circle. 
Her parents have seen fit to christen her after St. 
Bridget (my dears, St. Bridget was an excellent 
woman, whose virtues you will do well to emulate)," 
she hastened to add, seeing that Bid's face was getting 
stormy, and her eyes were dilating and deepening, till, 
from azure blue, they shone like polished steel. 

The girls, one and all, cried out against Bridget. 

"We can't call her that ; she is our own Bid. Do 
let her keep her dear, good name. You can't know, 
Madame, how much of sweet and love it means to us." 
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Four white arms were around the favorite's neck 
while they pleaded, and two pairs of fresh lips were 
kissing her flashed face. 

Bid had already had four years at the Millville 
Academy, and had gone through diverse experiences. 

She had learned not to be greatly astonished at 
any outings she might meet. Her friends had never 
once swerved in their faith ; she reposed in them with 
absolute certainty. 

She loved her family. She knew how ignorant and 
bigoted they were, but she felt all the tenderness a 
good daughter could for her kind mother, and she had 
helped well and steadily among the fast-coming chil- 
dren in the poor home. She fought poverty and made 
no moan. 

When the school question came up, Mrs. Jan 
Vedder sent for her, and kept her in her grand old 
mansion to tea, a never-to-be-forgotten evening, and 
she told her her own story, and Bid felt that the fine 
lady understood all which was in her swelling heart — 
all the gratitude and the pride. As she learned more 
and more from her books, she revered the Ancient 
Irish, that nation of kings, and she kissed Mrs. Ved- 
der's hand wheu she found that she (Bid) was also a 
true O'Rourke of Briefne. Mrs. Jan Vedder had 
been over the old country, especially County Kildare, 
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and sLe knew all about it. Bid's mother was an 
O'Roarke. 

" It is no shame, my dear," said Mrs. Jan, " the 
Irish blood ; the men of our race were strong and 
brave, the women loyal and modest ; keep a watch on 
yourself that you never sully the name." 

Bid had kept a watch ; she had frequent crosses 
and trials, many from her own nation, who hated and 
reviled her for getting out of their ranks ; she went 
to no masses, she prayed to Christ instead of His 
Mother, and she had friends among the heretics. 

"She's been seen walkin' with Protestant boys 
ever since she was knee high," said Mrs. Murphy ; 
" she's no good." 

It needed good strong will and courage to keep 
right on in face of the jeers and flings of those she 
lived amongst. As a child, they pelted her with clods 
and stones ; as a girl, they assailed her character ; 
but with her eyes open to good and evil, it was impos- 
sible for her to go backward. Her friends, young and 
old, were firm and powerful ; they held fast to her — 
and they triumphed. Biddy Flannagan had an edu- 
cation, and a place among her peers. 

Meanwhile she is listening, half amused, half 
indignant, to the remarks and suggestions on her name 
at Bosenbloom. 
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"Does it not pain and mortify you to be called 
Bid ?" asked Madame. 

" These two are my fast loves, they have been mine 
through sunshine and through shade, they cannot pain 
me ; but since you find so much to offend you in Bid, 
why not give me my mother's name — she was Rose 
O'Rourke of Briefne." 

" That will answer nicely, my dear ; Rose is a 
pretty name. Remember, young ladies, from this 
moment to address Miss Flannagan, in your hours of 
intimacy, as Rose." 

" And a rose you are. Bid ; a sweet, sweet rose." 

Rose Flannagan went into the school catalogue, 
and Rose Flannagan graduated with honors. She 
received the Yedder prize in scholarship, and the old 
professor said he had never had such a music pupil 
since the days of his dear Fraulein Goldsmith. 

When she returned to Roaring River, her friends 
still kept their hold upon her. The Groenveldt, the 
Bradshaws, the Vedders, and Mrs. Captain Slocura, 
gave her a piano, and their children to teach ; so that 
she was quite independent, and as merry and happy as 
her blithe Irish heart could be. 

So now she came over nearly every day with the 
other helpers to attend the sufferers from the wrecked 
train. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



158 CHILDKEN MUST BE PAID FOB. 

One day, as she approached Andrew, he smiled and 
took hold of her hand. 

" You don't mind my doing it ?'' asked he, anx- 
iously studying her face. " I won't hurt it, I assure 
you ; my touch is very light — I pride myself on that ; 
but I'll tell you a secret. I don't suppose there was 
ever a concert grand more banged up than I am ; 
that infernal Thalberg does take it out of one so, I shall 
have to be sold for boarding-school practice ; think 
what a prospect that is for a good instrument — ^twang ! 
twang ! one, two, three, one, two, three, all day. But 
never mind, I won't bother you with my private 
troubles. Let us talk a round. Who is it in Beaumont 
and Fletcher says women should talk awhile after 
supper ; 'tis their exercise, as men do walk a mile for 
theirs. Let me see your tongue ? Her mouth is 
sweet ; behold ! thou art fair, as a lily among thieves 
— no, not thieves — excuse the blunder, the word is 
blotted. Oh, my dove, let me see thy countenance, 
« let me hear thy voice ! Sweet is thy voice, and thy 
countenance is comely — ^give me some drink, Titinius, 
like a sick girl." 

She rose and brought the pitcher of crust coffee, 
and he drank greedily. Then he went off to sleep, 
and as she sat quite still, watching h:s slumbers, till 
his medicine hour, she closed her eyes, and being very 
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weary with her hospital labors, she lost herself unin- 
tentionally. 

She was awakened by a soft clasping of her hand, 
and opened her eyes to find his fixed upon her. 

"You are taking care of me ; there has been a 
dreadful accident, I was hurt. I remember all about 
it now." 

As she tried to release her fingers he raised them 
to his lips. " You have been like a good angel to me. 
I believe it was the sweet magnetism in you, which 
restored my reason. How can I thank you ? I suppose 
I mustn't hold your hand now that I know what I am 
about. Good-bye, little hand." 

Rose kept her place in embarrassed silence ; there 
was a vast deal of difference between a patient uncon- 
scious, and a young man in possession of all his senses, 
and she looked around thinking to call some one to 
shareTier vigil. 

" Have I been talking much nonsense ?" asked he, 
pretty soon. " I fancied that you were a materialized 
inspiration, and I was turning you into poetry and 
music. There is my chance acquaintance of the cars ; 
he refused to hold any conversation with me." 

" Dr. Norval 1 He has been very anxious about 
you, and watched you constantly." 

"Has he? Well, I shouldn't have expected it of 
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him, but I am much obliged all the same. So he is a 
doctor, and his name is Norval." 

" Ho is called so here ; he was a stranger to us 
aU. He has saved many lives, — yours, I think, among 
the number." 

" That's jolly of him — by the way, there was a 
small girl mixed up with me in the accident — what 
became of her ?" 

Little Nan was crouching at his head, looking at 
Rose and at him with a strange old face, over which 
flitted strong emotions. Andrew reached up his 
hand and felt hither and thither about his pillow. 

" Sometimes I seemed to :find her wee face in the 
night close to mine, her soft, fine cheek, cool and 
fresh. I know I have got very fond of Nan while I've 
lain here. So I feel sure that she is not far off now. 
Come hither, pretty poppet, come and kiss me." 

When he began to talk, he was trying to call to- 
gether his memories, and as he went on he knew by 
the lovely bright smile on Rose's face that he was 
right. 

Thus invited Nan came and knelt by his side, and 
raised her lips to his ; she was very glad, but gladness 
was not all that was in her childish heart ; who can 
tell how much jealousy was mixed with her joy, or 
whether grief for her loss was the cause of the tears 
which gathered and dropped from her great eyes ? 
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Andrew put his arms around her, and held her 
close to him. " You and I will never part, little Nan. 
Will you stay always with me, and be good and nice ?" 

" I love nobody in the world but you," replied she, 
seriously. " I don't want you to love anybody but me." 

" Here is a young lady to whom we owe gratitude, 
to say the least," said Andrew mischievously, " shall 
we not love her ?" 

" No ! get up and let us hasten away together. I 
can take care of you if they would only let me. I 
don't want her to touch you." 

"Have you not sung to me during your watch- 
ings?" asked Andrew, turning from the child hur- 
riedly. 

" Oh, yes, often ; you begged me for melodies, and 
the doctor said I must not refuse." 

" I thought so. I can name your songs. ^ Is it a 
Dream?' 'Oh, Dove with the White, White Breast.' 
They were very sweet. I th2(,nk you ; when I get well 
I'll sing to you." 

" No, no, no !" whispered little Nan, " then we 
will be far, far away." 

"Ah, yes, and does my sister Bianca know all 
this ?" 

" Dr. Nerval sent her word ; but got no answer, 
she was not at home," said Rose, who felt exceedingly 
uncomfortable, and wished to get away. 
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" And that was how long ago ?" 

" About ten days ; this is the third week, you 
know, since the accident." 

" We must telegraph then immediately ; she will 
begin to look for me now. Luckily I write few letters, 
so she will not fret about the failure in our correspond- 
ence ; she was visiting a friend at Nansook Junction 
—a little out-of-the-way place — where I fervently 
hope she has seen no newspapers. Bianca never re&ds 
the papers — she says they are time-wasters ; so that 
I don't believe she is aware of my sudden smash-up,'* 



CHAPTER XIV. 

^* 'OH, WHERE ARE YOU GOING, LORD LOVEL ? 
SHE SAID." 

AKE WILLOUGHBY. Such a cool, breezy 
place ; such clear water, dancing and re- 
joicing under the sunshine, making such 
brave show of mimic white-caps in a wind- 
squall ; such dark, grim mountains, clothed in firs, 
among whose silent shadows sit white owls, who hoot 
in the gloaming, as the cocks did crow to whit to 
whoo, when the sun did shine so cold on poor, dazed 
Billy. 
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Bessie Winchester was installed in a suite of rooms 
looking on the upper piazza, and in full view of the 
pretty tarn, which might have been scooped out by 
the giants, so round was it like a bowl, so deep and 
mighty, hiding in its safe bosom the multitudinous 
life, and tireless play of a water- world rife with free- 
dom, power and endless motion. 

The house was not filled, and it was so large, and 
the great halls were so full of echoes and of silence, 
that Mrs. Wolcott often wished more guests would 
come, hoping that bustle, and noise, and congrega- 
ting humanity might distract her daughter's thoughts, . 
and help to dissipate the brooding melancholy which 
oppressed her. 

She hated to have to see her sit, day by day, with 
such a sad, distrait, uninterested face, and regard- 
less air, saying, plainly, "Vanity of vanities; all is 
vanity." 

A couple of weeks had gone by, and none of the 
benefits she longed for had accrued. Bessie was so 
much too passive and obedient that she felt secret 
pleasure when flashes of her old, quick impetuosity 
burst out. She would gladly have had her impatient 
or obstinate, and the after-sweetness, though very dear 
and welcome to her, was not necessary to help Mrs. 
Mammy to forgive her darling ; and as for her moth- 
er!} love and tenderness, no outbreak, no ill-oonduct 
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on the part of her children, could ever chill, or chang€ 
her sympathetic heart — the same yesterday, to-day 
and for ever. 

Motherhood fills a boundless circle of goodness in- 
exhaustible, resting upon two eternities. It must have 
been the motherhood of God which, in affluence of 
love and pity, sent a Saviour to this world, filled with 
His creatures. How God's creatures came to need a 
Saviour we shall never know till we are saved ; but 
having sent One, we are sure He will bring us all, every 
one, home to the good places which He has given us 
capacities for ; where every finite nature may, and 
will, expand and bloom into the best and sweetest 
perfection an infinite mother can compass and consum- 
mate. 

A real mother never leaves off caring for her chil- 
dren ; God will never leave off caring for us. Human 
children are born of human love ; immortal souls must 
emanate from divine love ; divine love is infinite, 
therefore changeless. What more is needed to make 
sure and secure the ultimate safety .and happiness of 
every created being ? 

Mrs. Wolcott came hurrying out on the piazza, one 
afternoon, with an open letter in her hand. 

"Bessie, dear," she began, in an anxious, fltirried 
voice, " I am af rai/i I must leave you. Bob has gone 
and hurt his knee again, playing that nasty base-balL 
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Base enough it is, to be sure ! Only fit for Peegee 
Islanders and other monsters. What gentlemen can 
want with such rough sports I cannot see — splitting 
their hands all to bits ; knocking off their fingers and 
breaking their knee-pans. I declare, the worry and 
trouble I've had with that boy's wounds and bruises ! 
And the balsam and plasters I've used would set up a 
drug-shop ; and I suppose he will bang along, through 
his two other years at college, till there isn't an inch 
of him that isn't spoilt out of all beauty. And Bob 
was such a handsome fellow. Do you know he had 
the impudence to show off his ugly scars, and exult in 
them as if they had been gotten in some brave battle ? 
And now he is at it again, and I must go and leave 
you alone here I If I could only will myself into 
halves and quarters, I might be with you all and see to 
everything !" 

" I do believe you would if it were possible, Mrs. 
Mammy ; and it is lucky for us that you have to stay a 
harmonious whole, or we might lose some bit of you. 
We couldn't afford that ; there isn't an inch too much 
of our good mother." 

"But what if Bob's knee should swell up, and 
have to be douched and bandaged as it did before ? 
It will be ever so long getting well. I do feel so wor- 
ried to have to go and leave you." 



-M.^ .^-r-. 
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" Let me go too, Mrs. Mammy. I'd as soon, as stay 
here." 

" No, no, child 1 Certainly not, that is not to be 
thought of for an instant, all fixed as you are, and 
Baby doing so well. You won't miss me so very much, 
will you, darling ?" 

"You are my only friend, Mrs. Mammy, but I 
must spare you ; nobody can take care of Bob, but 
you. Did they say any thing about the Esperanza 
people ?" 

" Not a word, my dear ; I don't believe they have 
come on yet." 

Mrs. Wolcott sat a few minutes watching Bessie, 
who dropped back into her easy-chair, and seemed to 
forget her presence, and absorb all her faculties in 
gloomy brooding. 

" Don't you feel as well as usual to-day, my dear ?" 
asked she, at length. 

" I feel every day just the same — no better, no 
worse," answered Bessie ; speaking as if goaded into 
consciousness, and with the inconsiderate selfishness 
of consuming trouble, which ignores the cares and 
sympathies of the kindest friends ; since they fail to 
alleviate an ever-present, ever-harrowing wretched- 
ness. 

Mrs. Wolcott seemed to feel no irntation at Bes- 
sie's tartness, and she went on thinking ahead for her, 
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imagining, in advance, all her lonely child was likely 
to suffer from her absence. 

"Nora is a good girl, that is a comfort," said she, 
giving voice to what was passing in her mind, " she 
won't neglect Baby, — I hope, nor abuse him. You 
must write to me every day, Bessie." 

" What about. Mother ?" 

Mrs. Wolcott winced at the word. " Mrs. Mammy " 
pleased her better, because Bessie always felt sweet, 
when she used it, and she was pained afresh with the 
sickly indifference, so unlike her daughter's healthy 
self; she longed to minister to the sick soul, whose 
woes she could not reach, with all her cares. 

" Tell me about Baby ; whom you see, and what 
you do. Go out and take the air, walk and drive ! 
Don't fret away your precious life ; do try to get 
well, for my sake, for your boy. Won't you try, 
Bessie?" 

"Mrs. Mammy," broke out Bessie, in a sudden 
sweet voice : " if you get any news of Eustace, you 
will' send it to me ; right away, immediately, won't 
you ?" 

She had been following her mother's journey to 
Maplewood, in her thoughts, instead of listening to 
her entreaties, and her heart was in her beseeching 
eyes. 

"Bessie Wolcott I" said her mother, almost sternly. 
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" Would you go back to the man from whom you fled 
to us — to your father ?" 

" I don't know," replied Bessie, querulously, " I was 
not talking of going back to him. I only said I 
wanted news of him. If he came and asked me, and 
I felt as if he was sorry, and loved me, I should 
be very glad indeed. You have no right to look at 
me that way. You ought to hope that he would come, 
80 as I might be happy again. I never can be, as it is 
now. I'd sooner die than live." 

"Bessie, you make my life unnecessarily hard,'* 
said Mrs. Wolcott, in a trembling voice, as she rose, 
utterly disheartened and discouraged, "I really 
don't know which way to turn." 

"Turn this way, Mrs. Mammy," replied Bessie, 
putting out her arms. "I am a good-for-naught 
thing ; don't you go and lose patience with me, I can't 
bear that. I'll write to you, I'll get well, never fear. 
You put your whole mind into Bob's knee, and as soon 
as he can limp around, you come back." 

Mrs. Wolcott was forced to accept the situation, 
but she gave Nora a long lecture before she left, 
charging her, on her conscience, to be faithful to Baby, 
which lecture the girl heard with equanimity and for- 
got with impunity. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

"pleasant it is, when woods ABE GREEN." 

HE have new neighbors, ma'am. Ashcrofts 
their name is ; they come last night ; 
they're brother and sister, I think ; and 
they've a child with them, a sour little 
bit as ever I see : and she hadn't a word for me and 
Baby. When I axed her to show him her playthings, 
she picked 'em up, and took 'em all inside the room 
The young gentleman is sweet-spoken though : and 
they've the rooms next us. He plays on the music. 
I heard him in the parlor and them Clafton girls 
wa^ dancin'." 

Nora felt justified iii her garrulousness ; as Mrs. 
Wi»lcott had charged her to try to amuse Miss Bessie. 
Her present essay in that direction was a miserable 
failure. Eustace Winchester never played the piano. 
If Mr. Ashcroft had presented herself in a nobby suit, 
and shiny hat, set a little on one side, faultless gloves, 
dandified and elegant, and smelling of drugs, she 
might have taken some interest in him as a specimen 
of the genus homo to which her husband belonged. 

The sun was setting golden over the lake when the 
new party strolled out upon the piazza. 
8 
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Andrew Ashcroft, holding by the hand the child 
Nan, and followed by his sister Bianca. 

He had a scar on his white forehead ; and he car- 
ried a cane, leaning lightly upon it ; but though his 
ancle was still weak, his tongue ran as merrily as 
ever. 

Nanny drew after her a costly doll's carriage, 
inside of which reclined in wide-eyed stateliness, four 
dolls, dressed in showy costumes ; and her own small 
person was arrayed in fine linen, aad expensive em- 
broideries. She had a gold chain around her neck, 
gold bracelets on her wrists as rich and rare as Miss 
Kilmanseg's. Her hair, no longer a frouzled mat, was 
arranged in beautiful curls. Nan was a beauty in her 
unkempt state — a picturesque beauty for a painter ; 
now she was genteel and dainty. But in observing 
her, one felt that finery assumed no importance in her 
six-years-old estimate of values. 

As usual, Bessie lounged in her arm-chair gazing at 
nothing, nearly oblivious of all which passed. Baby 
was wide-awake, and brimming with interest, however ; 
he began to jump and crow the minute the strangers 
appeared. 

Bianca laughed and held up her hand to him, but 
he reached past her to her brother, begging to be taken 
into his arms. 

" The child has discernment, you perceive, Bianca," 
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laughed Andrew, as he lifted Baby on high, and tossed 
him airily about. 

" Girl babies always prefer gentlemen ; now if it 
was a little lad you'd see how it would take to me. Is 
it not so, madam ?" 

Miss Bianca took a vacant chair close to Bessie, as 
she smilingly addressed her, and she also scanned her 
with bright eyes, accustomed to study new faces, and 
read strange characters. 

Her lead-colored silk rustled a good deal as she 
moved (she being of Oliver Wendell's opinion : " good 
heavy silks are never dear ") ; and one lock of her 
light hair stuck straight out from the Grecian coil at 
the back of her head, like the chamois beard on the 
hat of a Tyrolean wild-schutz. She had been walking 
around the lake, and had not consulted* her mirror 
since she returned. 

She was no longer sixteen, though not to say old. 
When she talked, she pounced upon her subjects, and 
used them up with the strongest, sharpest words she 
could command. 

She wore a cameo of Andrew's head, set in a brooch ; 
one of his curls in the locket on her watch chain ; 
also a silver dog-whistle with his name on it. She 
carried a beautifully-carved, nicely-proportioned leg, 
for the handle of her umbrella ; and always traveled 
with a morocco bag slung across her shoulders, which 
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served her for dressing-case. Luggage was her abomi* 
natioD, and she boasted that she could make the cir- 
cuit of the world without a single trunk, and always 
be presentable. 

Her gait was precisely dissimilar to Ellen Douglas'. 

^* E^en the slight hare-bell raised its head, 
Elastic from her airy tread." 

Bianca Ashcroft wore stout, serviceable shoes. 
She set her foot squarely down every time. Any 
hare-bell in her path was no longer a hare-bell, but a 
crushed weed. 

Mrs. Ashcroft had been a Quaker, and her daughter 
was apt quaintly to slip into the " thee " and " thou " 
when excited or emphatic. She was upright and 
brave. She held firm opinions, and defended them 
skillfully. She could love and serve, as Andrew had 
cause to know. She had business faculty, as her well- 
kept fortune proved. 

" Baby's a boy, ma'am," spoke up Nora, smartly, 
feeling a deep sense of injury in Miss Ashcroft's mis- 
take : " and a lively little man he is, as he makes me 
know, with his dancing and leaping all day long. 
Isn't he. Mistress ?" 

" The doolin cratur ! Why don't she wake up 
and speak smart ?" thought Nora, eyeing her lady dis- 
approvingly. "Look at her! how she has everything 
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in the world at her hand ; clothes and hoaseSf and 
bags of money for spend in'. Didn't I see a great roll 
of it in her pocket-book yestere'en, wid me two eyes, 
and her to sit dumpin' round like an ould rid bin in 
the pip, while the new woman is spakin' so lively to 
her ; sure, 'tis a shame for her." 

Miss Ashcroft, meanwhile, was wondering what 
wave of sorrow had washed the brightness out of that 
pretty young face. Now, she never saw grief that she 
did not long to assuage it, nor trouble that she did 
not bestir herself as comforter. 

"We are close neighbors, it seems. I wish we 
might be just a wee bit friendly," she began, edging 
a little closer to Bessie's chair. " You have no idea 
how I have to struggle to get even a semblance of 
companionship as I jog on through my life. Andrew 
is a roving blade, and as he is all I have in my world 
I wander up and down, like a vexed ghost, through 
rough places and smooth, to keep him in sight. You 
see he is a little lame just now ; in fact, it is his health 
which brings us to Lake Willoughby, and I feel espe- 
cially indulgent to the boy, I ran so narrow a chance 
of losing him last winter. I let him travel off alone, 
and he abused his liberty by getting wrecked in a ter- 
rific railroad disaster, and he would have lost that leg 
had it not been for a young doctor who chanced to be 
his seat-mate in the oar. A most wonderful fellow 
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was that doctor. He saved a host of lives, and he 
was so active and helpful and sympathetic that the 
Roaring River people went wild over him. I think 
the mill hands whom he attended and nursed would 
have chaired him through the streets. The women, 
ladies and all, made perfect geese of themselves with 
their flowers and invitations and hero worship." 

Unwittingly Bianca had struck a chord which 
vibrated in Bessie's heart. A doctor ! last winter. 
Traveling ! Why, Eustace, her doctor, traveled last 
winter. But she sighed as she reflected that he was 
not likely to exert himself to help others. Still her 
voice trembled a little as she asked the wonderful 
doctor's name. 

"Norval. Dr. Norval. You must set Andrew 
talking of his paragon. I assure you he waxes elo- 
quent." 

Bessie sank back ; the flush died out of her cheeks, 
and Bianca's voice sounded sing-song in her ears. 
She was traveling an imaginary route with Eustace, 
who performed deeds of valor, and filled her with rap- 
ture by his noble conduct, when she was reoallf d by a 
remark made by the young man Andrew. 

. " Look at this boy, Bianca. Upon my word, he re- 
minds me of Norval. He has his tricks of feature, and 
the eyes are as like as possible." 

" Oh, that's Andrew's idiosyncrasy," laughed Bi* 
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anca. ** He is always discerning resemblances, which 
are visible to no eyes but bis own." 

Bessie looked with a degree of interest at a man 
who had been saved by a doctor who might have been 
Eustace, and whom her boy was like. She felt lan- 
guidly satisfied with him, inasmuch as Baby was 
happy in his arms, as she would have been rather 
pleased to hear him crowing gleefully with anybody 
not likely to strain his back or his spine, or otherwise 
injure him. In fact, " to speak by the card," she cer- 
tainly experienced a negative pleasure from his neigh- 
borhood. 

" Your brother seems to know how to amuse chil- 
dren," said she. 

"Andrew suits everybody, big and little," an- 
swered Bianca. " If the dear fellow got less pleasure 
out of his Bohemian existence, I might have more 
quiet. He brought me an object of interest on his last 
trip, which proves quite absorbing ; that child who 
holds his hand, she would never leave go of it if she 
had her way : she was left alone after the wreck, ano 
she clung to him. As usual, my good brother had 
acted on his instincts, and coddled her with pop-corns 
and the like, and while he was lying on the ground, too 
much hurt to stir, she crept to him for shelter, and re- 
fused to be taken away." 

Bianca raised her voice; after her confidential 
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commTinication : '^ Come liither, Nan, and speak to this 
lady." 

"No, I will not," answered Nan, decidedly, "I 
will stay with Andrew." 

" That's a specimen of her manners," said Bianca 
aside, adding aloud : " What ! wilt thou not be polite ? 
See, this is Baby's mamma, and Andrew is holding 
Baby. It would be rather sweet of thee to kiss him, and 
be friends with, and come and smile at his mother; not 
that it will promote their happiness, but it would be 
well for thee. Come, Nan, I am speaking to thee." 

Andrew made a wry face, and gently tried to 
unclasp the child's fingers, but she held him fast. 

" You must do as you are bid. Nan," said he, coax- 
ingly. " Go, there's a lady." 

"No, I will stay here : the baby is not nice. I 
like your arms empty, when you won't put them 
around me. I do not love Bianca : I love you." 

" That child has no gratitude," remarked Bianca, 
in a business tone. " Either the quality was strained 
out of her composition, or it has been stifled by bad 
training. In either case, it must be implanted ; she 
shall be educated up to it. I load her with gifts : I do 
everything for her comfort, and she never says, 
* thank you ;' she constantly repeats the statement 
that she don't love me. She shall love me ! I will 
punish her every time she says she don't. Now, An- 
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drew, you are not to interfere ; you gave the waif tc 
me ; I must train her, best I can. I have taken her 
for my own : I lavish benefits upon her : look at her 
toys ! look at herself I Now, in the face of all those 
conditions, it is proper for her to learn that ingratitude 
is a vice, punishable, to be repented of, and forsaken. 
I don't despair ; indeed, we are coming on. I have 
only spanked Nan four times to-day. Come hither, 
do you. know that I am your only woman friend? 
Yonder lad is very well as a lad, but his excellences 
are limited. I am just and kind as a good mother, 
that is a different thing from man's care. It is your 
duty to love me ; and you will be smai-tly slapped 
every time you say you don't." 

Bianca delivered her exhortation in a cheerful, 
good-tempered voice, and she looked unruffled. 
" Once more : will you come of your own sweet will, 
my Nan, or must I fetch thee, with the strong 
hand?" 

" I will never come : I do not love you," replied the 
child, returning her look with steady determination. 

" Then we will proceed to spanking number five." 

Nan watched her coming with dilating eyes : when 
her hand was firmly seized, she relinquished her hold on 
Andrew, and she turned her face toward him while 
she was being led away, keeping him in sight as long 
as she could. 
8* 
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Presently several smart taps resounded from 
within the chamber, but no cries of pain. 

** Disobedience is a vice ! ingratitude is a vice 1 
thou art guilty of both. Nan, and for both must suffer : 
when thou art gentle and loving, thou wilt also be 
nice. Now, wilt thou kiss me, or must thou feel the 
sting of more blows ? for well thou liast learned, Nan, 
that I shall never leave off while thou art contu- 
macious." 

Twice or thrice Bianca repeated her formula, before 
she carried her point ; at last, she got a very light 
kiss upon her cheek ; she could scarcely feel the touch 
of the scarlet lips, they approached so shyly and re- 
moved so soon ; but she was glad and satisfied to feel 
them at all. 

" You beat me because you are bigger than me ; if 
I was strong I would beat you. I am not ungrateful ; 
I love Andrew, he knows I do. I want to be his child, 
not yours. Your fine things that you give me are not 
so sweet as a smile from his eyes." 

" There art thou right, my Nan ! Now I will kiss 
thee, and love thee too, for thou hast spoken pure 
truth. Thou shalt be my boy's sister, and I will 
mother you both, so that if your mother could see me, 
she would say. Thou doest well, Bianca Ashcroft ; lam 
watching thee, and am satisfied." 

" My Mother Betsey slapped me harder than you 
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do, and she shook me till I felt sick, and she said 
*Shut your head, Nancy Jane,' and then I bit her, and 
I kicked her, and she told me I was a hateful little 
c«b, and I wasn't a cub — a cub is a bear's baby." 

" Oh, ho !" thought Bianta, " here we get light I 
How could sweet graces grow with such a parent tree. 
Now look you here, my Nan, we will befriends, I will 
do all I can foi you every day, I will have you happy 
and blithe ; yoa shall sing with Andrew, and sport 
with children, and learn of me, and wilt thou love 
me." 

"I will. I can love you now as much as my 
thumb." 

" Bravo ! decidedly we are getting on," exclaimed 
Bianca, kneeling beside the small beauty, whose face 
was earnest and candid ; she laughed, and her eyes 
also filled with tears, as she squeezed close the slight 
figure yielding and responsive now in her clasp. " As 
thy thumb grows large and round, so shalt thy love 
increase. I foresee great enjoyment in my maternal 
occupations. Give me thine hand, brave Nan, we will 
go and see lady yonder, and talk with the baby. Wilt 
thou kiss her ?" 

" Yes, I will give her a small kiss — such as I gave 
you just now ; my great sounding ones I must keep for 
Andrew, he calls them omni- busses.'* 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



]NDREW ASHCROFT was a slim, slender 
fellow, not over tall, with light curling 
hair, clear white skin, rosy color, and very 
pretty dimples in cheeks and chin. His 
face was smooth-shaven, and he showed his teeth a 
good deal when he talked and smiled, and he had a 
slight crimson scar over his left temple. He was 
several years younger than his sister, and was, as she 
said, " all she had in the world." 

When he devoloped a taste for music, she encour- 
aged it, having fondness for sweet harmonies her- 
self, and when he took up the notion of learning to 
tune pianos, and gleefully elaborated to her his idea 
of how they might travel about, and see homes, and 
study people, she fell in with it, pleased in his plea- 
sure, and rejoicing in the excellent health he was get- 
ting, and enjoying his racy stories of what he saw and 
experienced. 

She gravely counseled with him over his earnings, 
and helped him invest them in chanties or nonsense, 
just as he happened to incline, and she dwelt in tents 
or in hotels, according to his fancy ; always amused 
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with his doings, while she filled her own life with good 
deeds. 

In each village or hamlet, Andrew found a sweet- 
heart, whom his imagination invested with mythical 
charms, and he wrote the girl in poetry, and set her 
to music. 

"I'm smashed over Blanche Upson," said he at 
Blithebeck, " she's radiant, she's divine, she's a very 
jolly beauty — but she never can be mine." 

Bianca sympathized, and laughed and waited. Be- 
fore long he came and sat at her feet, lamenting. 

"I'm desillimonee ; she wears cotton gloves, and 
she scolds her brother in an unmelodious voice. ' I'll 
hang my harp on a willow tree.' " 

" I would, Andrew, my boy ! At the rate you're 
going now, you will count more sweethearts than 
John Buncle did wives. You know he sat with his 
eyes shut ten days after burying one of his dear con- 
sorts. It seems to me, you but open yours the wider 
after each attack of sweetheart." 

Miss Ashcroft's acquaintances blamed her a good 
deal. They said Andrew ought to go to college ; he 
ought to study a profession, and settle respectably. 

Bianca replied, " My father was a physician. He 
once confided to me that he felt almost certain he had 
killed four men ; all in the way of regular practice, 
and while using his best knowledge and judgment. I 
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don't want Andrew to assume such responsibility. I 
despise the law. Lawyers thrive on the quarrels and 
bad passions of their kind. My pretty boy is suffici- 
ently petted and run after now among women. I will 
not have him exposed to the temptations of the min- 
istry." 

So Andrew tuned his pianos, composed his songs, 
and sung them ^ learned his sonatas and played them, 
and led a life as innocent and free and merry as an 
Arcadian shepherd on his hillside. 



CHAPTER XVn. 



" enteb a king and two trumpeters " 




ERO- WORSHIP has been made a good deal 
of by Thomas Carlyle ; and it was also 
fully illustrated in the behavior of the 
Roaring River and Millville people toward 
Eustace Winchester, or Dr. Nerval, after the.disaster 
on the Top Town Central. 

If he had been old or ugly, he might have been 
extolled and revered, but he would probably been ex- 
tolled and revered at a distance. Being what he was, 
he was praised and feted, and made much of. 
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We know in our past experience how our friends, 
the Groenveldts, the Vedders, the Bradshaws, were 
accustomed to use hospitality without grudging. The 
daily association of work and talk which the exigen- 
cies of the time demanded, brought him into close 
and immediate companionship with them, of the 
pleasantest sort. He was made free of their homes as 
a good comrade and co-laborer, and the happiness, the 
domestic interests and occupations, and their satisfac- 
tions, which he daily observed, made him keenly feel 
hid folly in throwing away his own chances. 

Among these refined and cultured women, he was 
constantly reminded of his wife, and the longing to 
see her nearly mastered him sometimes ; twice or 
thrice he set a day for departure, vaguely intending 
to turn his face toward Maplewood ; but when it 
came, he still deferred going. He had fits of doubt- 
ing Bessie's love for him. Had she been a devoted 
wife, like Mrs. Jan or Mrs. Peter, would she not have 
borne with his little foibles, and have tried to win him 
back by kindness, instead of darting off, and deserting 
her plain duty? 

Roaring River life being a new and fascinating 
phase of society to Eustace, he sometimes told him- 
self that he had an object in studying it for his own 
future. 

Their book clubs, their charities, their tea-parties^ 
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skating festivals, sleighing meets, theatricals, dinings, 
and a hundred other occasions for social gathering, 
which our friends knew how to utilize and make de- 
lightful, seemed to him to leave nothing to desire in 
the way of friendship and entertainment. He was 
astonished at the ripe mellowness of scholarship he 
constantly met^ the harmonious finish of habits of 
thought and style of conversation ; Eustace had been 
all his life among rich people — ease and plenty, doUe 
far niente were his normal conditions. He knew hosts 
of educated men and polished women, but the atmos- 
phere of Roaring River was sweeter, freer, richer 
than any his soul had got leave to flourish and expand 
in. He felt stirred up to read and inquire, and he put 
himself into a sort of desultory training ; looked up 
subjects in Otho's cyclopedias ; dipped into "choice 
quotations," and coached in authors. And not a day 
went over his head that he did not wish two wishes : 
first, that he had not quarreled with his wife ; second, 
that he had studied when he was in college, and made 
better use of his time. 

He had plenty to do, and he was getting on all the 
while ; indeed. Dr. Groenveldt told him he was work- 
ing like a horse. There happened to be a good deal of 
sickness among the adjoining villages ; scarlet fever 
was raging, and down in Dead Hollow there was a 
curious disease, which baffled the physicians. Bone 
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swellings, producing intensest agony, which no treat- 
ment was able to alleviate. Eastace studied the cases 
with his friend, and when they two at last hit upon the 
real remedy for the mysterious plague, and tried it, 
and found that they could conquer death and cur 3 
their patients, he experienced a satisfaction quite 
new among his sensations. 

Already he had proved his magnetism and skill, 
and only a few such successes as his last would make 
him an ardent enthusiast in his profession. 

And so he still lingered among his new ties. In 
fact, he hardly dared to cut loose from the people 
who had taught him how to live. With sighs he said, 
** If I could be friends with Bess and have her here, 
I should be the happiest man in existence ;" and yet 
he made no move to accomplish his desires ; he lacked 
moral courage to face the Wolcotts. They had 
wished him to leave Bessie alone. They might, proba- 
bly would, decline to part with her, refuse to trust her a 
second time in his keeping. He experienced a sense 
of injury among his mixed sensations, in that she 
had made him no overtures of reconciliation. He was 
kept in ignorance of her state. They might at least 
have let him know about his child ; it should be 
months old by this time, and he, the father, had 
never heard a word about it. Even Bessie's baby be- 
longed to the Wolcotts. It was aggravating. Some- 
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times he determined to write to his wife, but when he 
sat down, pen in hand, he could not begin. When he 
confessed himself wrong, if he ever did, it should not 
be to the triumphing Wolcotts in full conclave ; so 
the letter was never even commenced. He did not 
get so far as " dear Bessie." 



CHAPTER XVm. 

** I HAVE HAD FRIENDS, I HAVE HAD COM- 
PANIONS." 

PAULINE BRADSHAW had been visiting 
her sister, Mrs. Penhurst, at "her country 
seat, in Canradasset, and she returned to 
Roaring River just in time for a Crag- 
enfels party. A general assemblage of all its hab- 
itues. Of course. Dr. Norval was invited, and he was 
also requested to take up Miss Rose Flannagan. 

Eustace Winchester had no business to be paying 
attentions to young ladies. Eustace was a good fel- 
low, of average principles and conduct, but he was 
not an angel ; Rose amused him ; she had the bril- 
liant wit of her race ; she was lively and handsome ; 
and he readily undertook the role assigned him : too 
readily, perhaps, he had suffered ; he ought to be 
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strong. Well, so he was — in some directions ; he 
thought it over, and saw no reason for declining the 
delightful evening offered him. He had no idea of 
making love to any of the girls. In fact, they all 
treated him with such friendly frankness that he felt 
in no danger. If they had known that he was a mar- 
ried man, they could not have seemed safer in his 
company. When a conscience-twinge reminded him 
that he ought to confide his story to somebody, he 
shrank from the suggestion, and these were the times 
when he resolved to go away. It was utterly impossi- 
ble to expose his mistakes to those happy, prosperous, 
fortunate people, who stood each in his own lot, 
weighed in all sorts of balances, and never found 
wanting. 

Pauline Bradshaw was presented to Dr. Nerval, 
and she looked sharply at him, as he made his bow. 
When Dick Walsingham was Eustace Winchester's 
chum, she had heard much of him. She saw him in 
New Haven, when she attended the great Junior 
party, and danced and chatted with him ; of course, 
she recognized him instantly, as he did her. He 
blushed under her scrutiny, and stammered in his talk. 
Wherever he moved, he felt that she was watching 
each motion, listening to every word. It was like 
having his case worked up by a private detective. 
She came into his neighborhood as closely and as 
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often as she could, and lost no opportunity of engage 
ing hira in conversation. 

In the German she favored him persistently, and 
talked about college and Dick, till he felt as if he was 
a badger being drawn, and heartily wished himself 
miles and miles away from his unpleasant dilemma. 

At last, in sheer desperation, he asked her to walk 
in the grounds. 

She accepted directly, and took his arm. " With 
pleasure, Dr, Norval /" said she, laying pointed stress 
on the name. 

They strolled out, and while he was feeling about 
in his mind for some good opening to his talk, she 
struck briskly in : 

" Did you ever happen to meet Miss Wolcott ? I 
think you said that you were a Yale graduate ! did 
you not ? I saw her there at my cousin Dick's party, 
I liked her so much ; she was a great friend of Dr. 
Winchester's-" 

" Yes ; I think," stammered Eustace. " Provoking 
girl," thought he, " why couldn't she keep quiet, till 
I had a chance to commence the conversation ? How- 
ever, I brought her out to tell her, and I'll do it." 

"Miss Bradshaw," he began, "I have a confi- 
dence to make you. I must beg your patience ; my 
name is not Nerval." 

" I am perfectly aware of it.** 
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" Probably. In fact, I guessed as much from your 
vigilant behavior. Perhaps you are not aware that 
the *Norv9,l' was thrust upon' me. A young man 
whom I attended through the accident, took a queer 
notion in his delirium, and before I knew it, every- 
body, right and left, was addressing me as Dr. Ner- 
val. I, being a stranger, among strangers, a pilgrim 
tarrying but a night ; it did not seem worth while to 
volunteer any explanation." 

" I can understand so far ; but when you stayed on 
months, and made so many friends, I should suppose 
you might have felt rather mean — excuse my frankness 
— to be sailing under false colors, among true people." 

^ My past was nothing to them. I accepted what 
they offered ; I gave kindness, and received hospital- 
ity in return ; what they bestowed was in recognition 
of my deeds. If I had been called Smith or Jones, my 
position among your friends would have been the 
same." 

" But you surely had no right to give yourself out 
as a young gentleman." 

" I am not very old. Miss Bradshaw. If I obey the 
directions of the poet, ' and count not the days which 
have idly flown,' I am a mere infant. Making the most 
of myself, I am still a long way from the three score and 
ten allotted to mankind. Yea, verily, few and evil are 
the days of the years of thy servant." 
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" You understand me well enough. Nobody knew 
you were married, and all the girls have been raving 
over your bravery and noble conduct, an(^ you have 
let them." 

" I see ! I ought to have assumed a placard : ^ Be- 
ware ! Married I Dangerous !' If I had known that 
any of the young ladies were raving, I should have felt 
it in my line, as a physician, to prescribe. What 
chances for fame I have missed ! Seriously, Miss 
Bradshaw, I had a wife, and I had none ; I could not 
speak of my private affairs. Not one of the Roaring 
River people ever asked me if I was married ; and I 
assure you that no man, woinan, or child is the worse 
for my stay here." 

" But, Dr. Winchester, excuse my plain speaking ; 
I must say what I think, if I talk at all. Is there noth- 
ing back of all this, which is dishonorable ? It should 
be a serious cause which could part a wife from her 
husband. You say Bessie Wolcott left you. Are you 
sure no unworthy act of yours forced her to so rash a 
step ?" 

" Will you listen to my story. Miss Bradshaw, and 
give me your opinion and advice ?" 

"Certainly. I am fond of giving opinions, and 
should like to offer advice ; only nobody ever takes it. 
I shall be glad to be of any sort of service to you, for 
Dick's sake. Dear Dick ! he used to enthuse over hit 
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chum ; bat then, Dick was nothing if not eulogis- 
tic." 

"I deserved his friendship," replied Eustace, draw- 
ing up and flushing red. "I am not a bank-robber 
nor a forger ; I never beat nor abused my wife. I mar- 
ried Bessie Wolcott — I loved her dearly. We had a 
quarrel. I acted like a fool ; whether or no she be- 
haved with perfect wisdom, is a point I will put for 
your decision. Women should understand women." 

Eustace told his tale concisely, not sparing him- 
self, dwelling as lightly as possible on his mother's 
share in the complication. 

" Now, in possession of the situation, what do you 
suggest ?" 

" There is but one course open to you as a man : 
prove your manhood by taking the helm, and guiding 
your affairs. Go straight to Bessie, kiss and be friends. 
You will find the way plain enough, once you are 
started on it. Bessie is a dear, sweet girl. We had a 
lovely time at that party. Brace up (your class slang 
ought to inspire you) ; lose no time in adjusting your 
quarrel. Get Bessie, and hasten back here to settle 
amongst the people who respect and admire you." 

" With all my heart. ' Get Bessie' — that sounds 
well ; but I must first get wisdom." 

" It was certainly stupid of you to permit the mud- 
dle about your name to take shape, when you might 
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have squelched it with a word. You see, it involves a 
necessity for explanations ; and there are so many 
people who will wag their heads, and roll their eyes 
up over any thing of that sort. I wish you hadn't 
done it." 

" What difference did it make to me ? All names 
and places were alike to me. I was afloat — a heart- 
sore, disappointed man. You don't know how it feels 
to have all your hopes torn up by the roots, and your- 
self left out of Life's schedule." 

" Yes, terribly depressed I suppose you were. I am 
not in full sympathy with your state of mind, because 
I could never let my loves or my friendships come to 
grief for want of saying, * I am sorry.' My mother 
taught me that it is cowardice which shrinks from con- 
fession ; and the sunshine is so sweet in a dear face, 
that I cannot rest when I see one shadowed till I find 
out what is amiss. Men are different, probably. How- 
ever, we can let folks know, somehow, that you have 
no heirship in the Grampian Hills." 

" I have a good will to retain the Nerval. If I am 
able to ' get Bessie,' we will cut loose every way from 
our old life, and start afresh. Found a family. I 
made my first stride toward usefulness in my profes- 
sion in it, and I am rather attached to it. When I 
was Winchester, nobody ever begged blessings on me. 
Virgin Mary and the Saints must be very busy about 
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my interests as Nerval, if they pay any attention to 
the requests of their votaries." 

" That is nonsense ! I know you are not so silly 
as to despise family or money ; you would have to • 
flounder back into the one your father gave you when 
the Winchester estate comes to be divided. No, we 
will manage to let the mistake filter into peoples' 
brains. You need not climb the meeting-house steeple 
to proclaim it, nor hand it to old Miss Petingill, but 
you must tell Otho yourself — don't let hearsay bring 
* him the news. You need not mind his lofty looks, 
either, because he is full of sympathies, high and 
migl^fy as he seems. Here he comes ! now speak up 
like a man I (That's the great phrase, you know ; 
but when you come to the vital truth, women are 
braver than your sex, as they prove often and often.)" 

Dr. Groenveldt listened serenely to his friend's 
communication. 

" I am perfectly aware of the alias, my dear fel- 
low," replied he, drily. "I happened to be present 
when Ashcrof t dubbed you Norval. I waited to see 
how you would act in the premises, and as I soon 
found you out for what you are — the best fellow in the 
world — I concluded that you had some good reason 
for retaining Ashcroft's gift, which concerned nobody 
but yourself. Of course, I knew that you had passed 
through some sort of painful experience^ and if you 
9 
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ever got to like me well enough to confide in me, I 
held myself ready to share the trouble, with all my 
heart. A man never asks his friend what is the mat- 
ter, when the friend chooses to keep his mouth shut. 
As to the wife, I need not say how delighted we 
shall be to make Mrs. Winchester's acquaintance. 
You have perfectly demonstrated your ability to sup- 
port her. You are able to earn your bread before 
you eat it. You have a right to her fealty ; the mar- 
riage contract means something. Why not walk 
boldly up to Mistress Bessie, and say, ^You are 
mine. What God hath joined, man may not put 
asunder ; so come with me, my wife. Your safest and 
properest place is by my side ' ? " 

Otho smiled secretly as he recalled certain pas- 
sages in his own early life, where he had been master- 
ful, carrying his aflPairs with a high hand, and gained 
thereby, and he had reason to feel that Christabel 
had never repented her consenting. 

" There are no heights in our profession, which arf- 
not accessible to you ; no emoluments which you mar 
not command." 

"Tell him to hasten back to Roaring River, Otho^'* 
put in Pauline. " We need just him and Bessie to fiU 
our set." 

" There is my office, at your service, and half of my 
practice," replied Otho, holding out both hands. " No 
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words can tell how much I could enjoy working with 
you as partner. We have already discussed the 
plans ; and I know what vim and endurance you are 
able to put into your occupations. We will build the 
Hospital and the " Home," and the Industry for 
Girls. There are Jan and George Blair, and Uncle 
Alec ready to take hold. Come, cast in your lot. 
Come over to Macedonia and help us. Where can 
you find truer friends then we are? Mrs. Walsing- 
ham's place is without a tenant ; there are plenty of 
amusements ready to your hand. Dr. Norval, alias 
Winchester, will you be one of us ?" 

"I can tell you," said Pauline, "it is not every 
wayfarer who could get such welcome from Otbo 
Groenveldt. I am looking you over in amazement, to 
find what it is in you, which has so charmed him out 
of himself." 

"I feel very humble, Miss Bradshaw," ansv^iired 
Eustace with emotion, " please don't annihilate me with 
any more of your sharp glances. I assure you, I felt 
like calling on the rocks and mountains to hide me, 
when she began to play inquisitor. I have hardly re- 
covered my mental balance yet." 

" Our Pauline comes of good old stock," replied 
Otho. " If her husband ever tries to deceive her, he 
will be a man to be pitied.** 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

BIANCA IN HEK NEW ROLE OF SCHOOLMISTEESS. 

ISS ASHCROFT got even more enjoyment 
with her mothering, than she had antici- 
pated. The child soon found out that she 
meant all she said, and she saw and felt 
that what she received of discipline, as well as kind- 
ness and care, were intended for her good. She did 
not say much of her antecedents, Mother Betsey 
being the only relative she mentioned. Bianca dis- 
covered by experimenting, that gifts of clothes or toys 
made small impression upon her ; she owned but one 
piece of property which had great value in her estima- 
tion. Her silver cup. Every word which Andrew 
dropped was treasured. Every wish he expressed, was 
her law of action. She never showed the least inclina- 
tion for learning her lessons, till he told her he des- 
pised dunces ; being pressed for his definition of dunce, 
he defined the word to mean : " Little Nans who do 
not study their books, and recite to Bianca I" Then 
her idleness was ended. 

The teaching was an never-failing source of amuse- 
ment to Miss Asheroft ; she being entirely ignorant 
of children. Up to the time of receiving her brother's 
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gift, she had regarded them as troublesome nuisances 
clamoring for doll-babies, and smelling of bread and 
butter, and her dismay was so patent when she saw 
Nan, and heard that she was expected to mother her, 
that the sharp child at once felt how scant was her 
welcome, and it took a little time, and many spank- 
ings, to bring her to forsake her constant inclination 
to repeat : " I do not love you." 

Bianca had conquered, however, and an excellent 
understanding was established between the waif and 
her protector. 

Nan was a newly-discovered world to her, and was 
in infinite danger of being spoiled, because every thing 
she said, which was at all original or bright, was re- 
peated and treasured. 

One day at the lessons will serve as a sample of 
the educational process, and its results. 

Nannie had a small rocking-chair> in which she 
was fond of sitting at her patchwork, and she always 
drew it to Bianca's knee, while she did her tasks ; and 
being encouraged to ask questions, and speak her 
thoughts, they often had a " full dish of talk." 

" Now then, for your Carol, Nan. Andrew thinks 
this is the best Carol he knows, — he will teach you to 
sing it to the music he has written, as soon as you 
have it well committed. It was written a great many 
years ago, by a pious and good man, a clergyman ; 
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and the children sing it in church, early Christmas 
morning. Christmas is a very pleasant day. We give 
gifts, and have a joyous time ; you will like it when 
you have once been through it ; and will count the 
days till it comes. Now then, begin." 

The recitation moved on glibly till the pupil came 
to this line : 

" Bring your votive offerings with a graceful bow.'- 

" What ! what, Nan ?" exclaimed Bianca, " this is 
not your dancing-lesson ; Andrew gave you that an 
hour ago. Perhaps you are still thinking of your 
steps " (referring to the book). " Oh, I see ; * grateful 
vow.' Well, I suppose a polite carriage is not out of 
place, even at the sacred altar. Andrew, you had 
better take something for your cough, and positively 
you are red in the face. Find your selections for 
reading now. Nan," 

"^And the family lived for a whole week on 
shorts and milk, their cow and her coarse food being 
all they had left in the world.' 

" But, Bianca, what did the cow live on ?" queried 
Nan, " if they ate up her shorts ?" 

"Why, short commons, of course," suggested 
Andrew. 

"i" am teacher," said Bianca, severely. "Go on, 
Nan." 
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" * Two women were grinding at the milL One 
was taken, and the other left.' " 

" Well, child, what is it ?" 

" What did the other leave for ? Was she mad ?" 

Nan hated to be laughed at ; therefore Bianca 
struggled to conceal her mirth, and improvised a 
sneeze, which required her handkerchief at her face, 
but she suspiciously shook. The pupil regarded her 
instructress in dubious silence a moment, but seeming 
re-assured, she went on : 

" And the men came in and wound up Ananias and 
Sapphira and carried them out, and buried them." 

Another pause. " I should think," remarked Nan, 
who kept the place on the page with her small fore- 
finger, "that if they were going to bury the folks up 
in the ground they would let them run down first." 

The lesson came to an untimely end, for Andrew 
and Bianca burst into such uncontrollable laughter that 
she shut her book, and retired into a corner, as far as 
possible from both of them, and gazed at them out of 
blazing eyes. 

" Come, Nancy dear, you shall help me make this 
egg ball for Dick," said Andrew, as soon as he could 



She rose at once, and came to him, with brighten- 
ing face. 

" Let's kiss and be friends first, Nancy/' said Bi- 
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anca. " Yoa know I never had any little girl abont 
me before you came, and this is why everything you 
say sounds so odd that I can't help laughing some- 
times. I am not laughing so much at you as with you 
— that is, I do not find you ridiculous, only amusing. 
You are such a funny little sprite ! Oh, sweet, fresh 
rose ! ^PU smell it on the tree.' Do you love me as 
much as your thumb, now ?" 

Nancy was reconciled to herself, and seemed to 
take in Bianca's explanation, and sprang to the work 
Andrew offered her. 

The red capsicum she provided for the mocking- 
bird, named Dick, made her sneeze till tears ran down 
her cheeks. 

" Bianca," asked she, " is God everywhere ?" 

" Yes, Nan, he fills all space," replied Miss Ash- 
croft, delighted to find her religious training was tak- 
ing root and bearing fruit. " Oh, yes, God is in every 
leaflet, every blade of grass ; He made them all ; 
nothing is too vast or too tiny for his care." 

" Oh, dear ! Achew ! Bianca, he must sneeze 
awful when he gets into the pepper-bottle." 

" Nancy, that's wicked !" cried Miss Ashcrof t, 
much shocked at the irreverent deduction. "You 
must not speak so lightly of the Great Creator, as if 
he was a mortal witk senses like ours. God is a 
spirit.'' 
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"What is a spirit?" 

" A spirit, my dear, is an immaterial essence." 

" Essence of what ?" 

" I will buy you a catechism, Nancy, and you shall 
study it ; that has all the definitions in it. It is a 
synopsis of theology." 

" Did God make me, Bianca ?" 

" Yes, my child. He made all things." 

" How could He make my eyes unless He had eyes 
to see with ?" 

" My dear, it is much easier to ask questions than 
to answer them. Run and roll your hoop till dinner 
time." 

" Bianca, I will try not to think about God, till I 
find out what He is. I don't want to be wicked, and 
think wrong. Will you tell me sometime ?" 



CHAPTER XX 
"true hearts are more than coronets." 



UR neighbor might be a pretty creature, if 
she had any animation," remarked Miss 
Ashcroft to her brother, in their family 
confidence. " I suppose she is a widow ; 
she wears no cap, but some ladies object to caps. 
9* 
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They are simply hideous. I would never put one on 
myself, unless I were about to adorn a suttee. She is 
in the deepest mourning, and her garments are ex- 
tremely rich and expensive. I hardly ever saw such 
crape as she had on that black silk ; and did you 
notice ? she doesn't wear a single ornament, not even a 
brooch. I don't admire the way she does her hair 
either ; entirely too plain. Finger-puffs and frizzes 
would be vastly more becoming to her style. I expect 
she has just lost her husband ; but I see no excuse in 
that for the amount of moping she does. Why, the 
sun won't cease to shine, nor the grass to grow, because 
a man lies down to his last sleep. Something is due to 
the survivors. You remember John Buncle says : * I 
think it unreasonable and impious to grieve immoder- 
ately for the dead. A decent and proper tribute of 
tears and sorrow, humanity requires ; but when that 
duty has been paid, we must remember that to lament 
a dead woman is not to lament a wife, A wife must 
be a living woman.' The same will hold good of hus- 
bands, and I don't see any circumstances under which 
a pretty creature like our widow is justified in des- 
pising or neglecting her natural advantages." 

"Dearest Bianca, you would say one might do 
anything for a friend except to dress badly." 

" That is my theory ; of course, personally, I make 
small account of clothes, except to have them comf orta< 
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ble ; but you should have seen your sister at sixteen, 
Andrew. I was gay, and the world went well with 
me then : not that it goes ill now — but, as I was say- 
ing, there is some mystery or unpleasantness con- 
nected with the defunct Winchester. I am impressed 
that he was a physician. While you spoke to us of 
your wonderful Norval, her face lighted up with a 
brightness which quite changed its character. I shall 
try to make her talk about her loss. I believe it will 
be good for her. I have got to live next door to the 
madam for a month. It is a necessity that she should 
be aroused from her dumbness. She has horses and a 
carriage in the stables, and nobody uses them but the 
coachman ! That state of things must be broken up. 
You need not laugh, Andrew ; it is for her benefit that 
I shall work ; and when my benevolence joins with 
pleasure — that is my gain, you perceive. I will leave 
the widow in better heart than I find her." 

" I am sure of that, good sister. You look on her 
as mission-work." 

"Yes, rather that way. Don't you think she is 
pretty, Andrew?" 

" Sad faces never please me, nor melancholy j)eople. 
Rose Flannagan is my ideal of beauty ; positively I 
am smashed this time." 

" Oh, the Irish Biddy I found nursing you ; she is a 
fresh-looking girl enough ; a little too highly colored, 
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maybe, and I think she spoke with a brogue, but she 
was very kind to you." 

" Kind ! She was an angel of goodness. She is a 
highly-educated lady, and the intimate friend of the 
best people of Roaring River. I am in dead earnest, 
Bianca I I think of her all the while ; it don't wear 
out. I want to marry Rose Flannagan." 

Bianca laughed, as at a rare bit of pleasantry. 
" Imagine tlie Ashcroft blood mingling with any of 
the race your father hated. He used to say, a tuft of 
hair grew in the palm of every Irishman who would 
neither lie nor steal. Why, all your grandpas and 
grandmas would rise from their graves to haunt you ! 
Andrew, ye thief of the world I an' will ye mind the 
babby ?" 

Andrew glanced quickly up at her, as she rushed at 
him with clenched fists ; a spasm of pain darkened his 
face, and he sighed : "I would count myself thrice 
happy to mind Rose's babies," said he. He felt a 
small hand in his, and closed his fingers on it at once ; 
and he looked down to smile pleasantly at Nan, whose 
great eyes were full of puzzled trouble. "Nan will 
make me a nice wife some of these days, when she can 
read, and write, and play fine music. Wilt thou have 
Andrew for thy husband. Nan, to love and obey ?" 

" What is a husband ?" 

" That depends," answered Andrew, with restored 
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gaiety. " In Ashantee, he buys his wife and beats her. 
In China, he harnesses her to his plow. In America, he 
makes her his pet and plaything, and slaves his life 
out, that she may be indulged in all her whims." 

" I will be a wife in America," answered Nan. " I 
will be your wife, then you can never go away from 
me any more, and I shall not be afraid to wake up in 
the morning when I have had a bad dream, that you 
had left me on that field, and the humbly woman that 
called me the ' fighting young un ' was carrying me 
off. I am afraid of that woman. She comes and 
stands by my bed in the dark, and I shiver, I feel so 
frightened." 

" The creature made a wonderful impression upon 
Nancy," said Bianca, who was listening with aston- 
ishment. " Don't trouble yourself, little poppet — you 
will never see her again probably ; you belong to An- 
drew and me, and nobody can take you from us." 

After Nan was gone back to her picture puzzle, 
Bianca went on writing in silence some time. " I tell 
you, my boy, our widow is going to lose her mind if 
she goes on at her present rate ; she will be a sheer 
idiot. I wish I could shake her up." 

" Why don't you shake her up then, Bianca ?" 

" Couldn't you be just a trifle smashed over her, 
Andrew ? True, her heart is buried in her husband's 
grave, but she has undoubtedly something which doea 
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the beating of the absent thing, in its vacant place j 
what if you were to cultivate a penchant for her as 
your hundred and second sweetheart, in a mild, harm- 
less way, you understand.'' 

"Ah, Bianca, Have I not just told you whose 
chains I wear ? I could not trifle with another. It 
might be fatal to her peace." 

Mr. Ashcroft did not look dangerous certainly. 
He was sitting in the corner of the sofa, with his 
feet coiled under him, a la Turk, trying to draw the 
smoke through a long silken tube, attached to a 
narghili on the floor ; but though he puffed and 
pulled, the only result he achieved was a pleasant 
bubbling in the water. 

" Blame the thing ; it won't work !" exclaimed 
he. " It is all noise and froth, like one of Gottschalk's 
fantasias." 

Bianca was thinking seriously about her dear 
brother. She wondered if he was in earnest in his 
protestations of love for the Irish girl. He looked 
just as earnest when he asked Nan to wait for him. 
She hoped it was only a fancy, like his other flirta- 
tions ; she did not want a sister of that race. Her 
prejudices were all educated to dislike and despise 
them, but she knew in her secret soul that she could 
never say her darling brother nay, should he once 
set his heart on wedding with the Flannagans. She 
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rose and walked to the mirror, to inspect some alter- 
ations she contemplated in the walking suit she wore. 

" It is a great deal too full," said she, smoothing 
down the basque disconsolately. "I do wish they 
would invent some style of skirt which would be be- 
coming to my hips." 

" The trouble is, your hips are in the wrong place, 
Bianca," remarked Andrew. 

" What do you mean by that, Sir Malapert ?" in- 
quired she, turning on him, 

" I mean, they are on your mind." 

" So they are, and so is the widow. She is actually 
walking up and down on the piazza ; the time is pro- 
pitious, go and join her, use your best skill : if you 
are able to make her laugh I will knit the purse you 
wanted of blue and silver." 

" I fly — but remember, I will not be accountable 
for the consequences. Let me see, how shall I open 
the conversation?" 

"Speak about the great accident, laud Dr. Nor 
val ; that theme certainly has a fascination for her. 
You might induce her to study surgery, and make a 
career. I'll sound her, anything is better than hex 
her present life." 
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CHAPTER XXL 

"HEE face like a FERRET, BETOKENED HEB 
SPIRIT." 

JjORE guests were arriving at Lake Wil- 
loughby House. The Van Arsdale Cottage 
had got new tenants. 

A pretty little box it was, standing on a 
knoll, in sight of the lake ; with bay windows and 
cunning piazzas, and a bit of a lawn in front, sloping 
down to the old road which led past the hotel. 

Bessie saw from her customary lounging-place the 
undoing of the blinds, the hurrying to and fro ; the 
bustle of preparation. It all passed before her, con- 
veying only an unpleasant impression on her mind ; 
more strangers to stare and talk. As if there were 
not eyes and tongues enough already. 

Once or twice she roused from her dreaming with 
an' angry start ; women were talking down there, and 
the tones which the winds wafted her at intervals 
jarred on her nerves. The new occupants were arrived, 
they called out to each other or ordered their servants. 
She saw them stepping hither and thither. She felt 
inimical to them ; she wished them away, and as if 
their coming was an injury to her. 
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Nora, with her feather-head, was all agog, full of 
remarks and comments. 

" Fine large ladies are those beyant, ma'am ; and 
they've fetched a cartload of boxes, as big as an Irish 
kist, wid the till that holds the money : in coorse 
they're full of gay dresses and things to make 'em 
splendid of evenings. Their gell was up to eat her 
dinner to-day, and she'd on a gown of the spryest figger 
I ever sot my eyes on. Kathleen is her name, and 
there'll be dancin' and fiddlin' and brave doin's down 
stairs ; they're to move all the tables out of the 
dining-room, and they're cuttin' wax for the flure, to 
make the folks slip easy, and this night there'll be a 
hop. That's what Steve called it ; a hop he said. I 
didn't like to show me ignorance axin' him what he 
meant by the word ; maybe ye'd not mind tellin' me, 
ma'am, do they hop on their two feets, the large 
ladies and all, and is it for a cake like the naygurs 
struttin' and showin' off ; and the liveliest one of 'em 
gettin' a cake for his throuble ? 

" An' sure ye'll be lettin' me and Baby down to see 
it, and ye'll be goin' yersel'." 

" Nonsense ! Nora. What should Baby do down 
stairs after supper, or you either ? Don't think of such 
a thing. It is time for his walk. Put on his cloak 
and cap immediately." 

Nora gave het mistress a black look as she obeyed, 
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and she jerked the little soft arm of her charge so 
hard that he began to whimper. 

" What are you doing to him ?" asked Bessie, rous- 
ing up. 

" Nothing at all, ma'am. He cries at nothin', when 
I am carryin' him on me arm, just that way ; I think 
it's his insides that hurt him : come wid yer own 
Nora, darlint." 

Bianca Ashcroft sat at her window when Nora 
started out ; and as Nan had amused her leisure with 
ptitting on all her garments "hind side before" she 
was laughing heartily at the figure she made, and her 
comments on her new arrangement. 

" I do declare I shall have to walk backwards. I 
wish I could turn my face the way ray things are ; I 
hate to have to look at my buttons all the while." 

" Come along wid me and Baby till ye get a step," 
called out Nora, peeping through the open casement. 

" No, I don't want to," said Nan, drawing back. 

" Do go, Nancy, dear," said Bianca, " you haven't 
been out of the house to-day, Andrew is down at the 
beach painting his new boat ; you may stay and come 
up with him." 

" Please help me put my clothes back, then," cried 
Nan, all alive ; "no, put them front, I mean : wait, 
Nora, I am coming." 

She flew for her hat, and tripped airily away as 
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soon as she was ready, looking very ; pretty in her 
white dress and floating curls ; in half a minute she 
came running back : 

"I forgot to fetch my silver cup," said she : " I 
want to take a drink from the lake." 

" But don't try to get it yourself, Nan, you might 
fall in." 

" Oh, no, Andrew always dips it up for me, and it 
tastes so good. I love Andrew." 

She was gone almost before she had finished her 
explanation, and Bianca stepped out to lean over the 
piazza rail. Presently she saw them on the road, Nan 
in high glee, dancing and jumping for her own sweet 
pleasure. 

As soon as they made the turn so that the trees hid 
them, she sat down by Bessie. 

" You skipped the hop, I observed ;" she said. 
Nora got little encouragement, and less informa- 
tion. 

" Have you noticed anything amiss with my 
baby ?" asked Bessie, whose thoughts still ran on what 
Nora had told her. 

"Nothing, whatever, Mrs. Winchester. Nora's 
hands are so strong, she might easily have hurt him 
without intending it. Baby is all right, don't worry 
about him. See what I have fetched out of my trunk 
for you : a little sock ! a new stitch ; such a pretty 
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one : I knit twelve pairs of them for our fair. Don't 
you like knitting ?" 

"Not especially. I used to. I don't feel much like 
knitting nowadays."' 

" Don't you think you could create an interest in 
that, as well as others of your favorite pursuits, if you 
were to make an effort ?" 

"Perhaps I might, if I felt any motive strong 
enough to make it worth my while," answered Bessie, 
slightly coloring. 

Miss Ashcroft, being now fully enlisted in the in- 
terests of her self-appointed mission, putting her mind 
and will into it, Bessie was not able to resist her ad- 
vances ; she experienced a pleasure, slight at first but 
steadily growing, in the magnetic presence of her 
neighbor ; she was rather glad to have her come, and 
almost sorry when she withdrew. It took a couple 
of trials to get the sock started, but it was com 
menced. 

Although she began to talk, her first utterances 
were too monosyllabic for easy flowing conversation. 
Still Miss Ashcroft by no means lost heart. She 
studied her subject carefully, and Bessie ere long dis- 
covered that she had some points of interest in com- 
mon with the brisk, bright lady, who had so much to 
say about knitting, crocheting, drawing, water-colors, 
floss-work, mat^j, rugs, and the thousand and one sorts 
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of womanly industry. She produced her last pattern- 
book, and as she unrolled it, she came on a petticoat in 
buttercups and daisies half finished, and she actually 
worked in a quarter of a yard of the flowers, to show 
the seed-etitch to her inquiring friend. 

Andrew kept clear enough from any semblance of 
flirting ; but he seconded his sister's efforts after his 
own fashion. 

He romped with Baby. As Nan was eager to be 
in whatever he did, she kept close by him, and helped 
on his antics and Baby's mirth. She would have liked 
better to have Andrew all to herself, but as she found 
she could not get her will, she behaved pretty well 
considering the sudden fits of jealousy which would 
attack her. On one of these occasions she begged 
him to dispose of the child summarily. 

" I don't like him ; he is in your arms when I want 
to be there ; you play with him and you forget me. I 
wish you would take him down to the lake and tie a 
stone to his neck as Dennis did to the kitten, and he 
would go down to the bottom and never come up 
any more." 

The long lecture which she received on the awful 
crime of murder, and Andrew's sad and serious face 
and manner, taught her never to offend in that way 
again, though her great eyes often betrayed her feel- 
ings. 
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Bianca won another victory which was good foi 
the vanquished. Andrew was fond of playing and 
singing in the parlor of evenings, and after much 
urging, she persuaded Bessie to go down. Bessie was 
fond of music In her gala days, she had had her box 
at the opera, and Eustace by her side. He gloried in 
her toilettes, in those happy times, and used to bring 
his friends to chat with her ; and she had flowers, and 
fans, and perfumes, and hosts of friends. While 
Andrew played the airs she liked, she seemed to live 
over those hours again, and while she listened to his 
light waltzes, and merry galops, she sat quietly in a 
corner, and thought her thoughts, and got a sorrow- 
ful pleasure out of his performances, even though she 
cried herself to sleep afterwards. 



CHAPTER XXn. 



'*THE DEVIL A WALKING HAS GONE." 



ORA bent her steps to* the cottage, full ol 
such curiosity as fills empty heads ; and 
she went peeping and staring about her ; 
with the wide-open eyes of a girl whose 
best amusement is to hear and see new things, and 
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talk about them, and her only care to get her wages, 
and return as little service for them as possible. 

" See yon barefoot girl," said she to Nan. " Don't 
you want to take off your stockings and shoes and give 
them to her ?** 

"No, I do not. You take off yours. You may 
not walk beside me. You are a servant, go backward, 
and I will look over my shoulder and speak to you, 
when I think of something to say." 

" Be jabers I that is a great speech for a brazen 
fondling," replied Nora, looking down at her and 
grinning. 

" What do you mean by foundling ?" 

" A beggar's brat sure enough I 'Tis true for ye, 
they picked ye off the field, and took ye in like a stray 
kitten." 

" My Mother Betsey was not a beggar. I was not 
picked up. I walked myself to Andrew. I belong to 
him, and nobody can take me away from him ; he 
says 80. I will not come out with you any more. I'll 
leave you now I" 

" Och I ye little devil kin ! f aix I don't care a 
ha'porth where ye sprung from. Ye're naught to me 
anyhow ; step out now wid yer spindle-legs, till we 
see yon leddies in their silken gowns." 

" No ! you are very un-nice. I shall go down to 
the lake ; Andrew is there in his boat." 
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" Speed away then, fiery-eyes, but the twelve great 
black bears that dwells in the mountain, they'll run 
down roarin' and ate ye." 

After watching idly the flying steps of the child, 
who ran down the hill as fast as she could, Nora 
turned and sauntered on. 

A stout, elderly lady was sitting on the cottage 
piazza, and by her side a smaller, younger, fatter 
dumpling of a woman, much dressed, and both fanning 
themselves violently. They were talking over the 
progress of their maid in unpacking their trunks, and 
they looked in at the window occasionally, to give her 
directions. 

" As you say, Berintha," remarked Mrs. Winches- 
ter, "we are out of humanity's reach. You always 
express yourself so well." 

Nora went as near them as she could, singing care- 
lessly to Baby, and dying to get into the house and 
examine their finery, and have a chat with the maid, 
Kathleen. 

"If the big heretics would but take themselves 
away, I'd soon manage ; for sure and certain am I, yoii 
girl is from the same place as me to home. If she 
isn't auld Flathery's lass, I'll ate me head for a 
dumplin'." 

" Whose baby is that ?" inquired Mrs. Winchester, 
while Nora was still intent on her observation. " Come 
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here, my girl, let me see her. A lovely creature, in- 
deed ; all milk and roses, is she not, Berintha ?" 

" A handsome dress ; the embroidery is real 
Fren>?h ; and upon my word, the armlets are rubies," 
exclaimed the dumpling, seizing one of Baby's wrists, 
and dragging it, rather unceremoniously, within her 
range of visual examination. 

"Mrs. Winchester's, ma'am," replied Nora, not 
knowing whether to be pleased with the notice, or to 
resent the roughness of it. " Everybody says he's a 
real beauty. Then kichups is nothin' at all — he has 
i^ix pairs handsomer nor them, carved in gold ; I 
only put a plain dress on him this day ; another while 
he will get a nice one made of lace and triinmin's in- 
tirely," added she, spreading out the elegant apparel 
of her charge under the inspection of his admirers. 

"While Nora rattled on, the two friends exchanged 
nods, and both said " Winchester " in a low voice, as 
if the name had been the charmed word of a talis- 
man. 

" Of course I knew she had one," said Dame Win- 
chester. " They were never polite enough to send us 
word ; in fact, they ignored us entirely, but I heard. 
I expected to have it paraded before my face if I 
went to Esperanza, but I really did not suppose she 
would be up here. She must have found out that we 
were coming." 
10 
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"Is this child's mother stopping at the hotel?*' in- 
quired Mrs. Gumrill. 

" Oh, yes, ma'am, she's there beyant. You might 
see her sittia' in her chair ; she's a quiet lady. She 
didn't rise up strong from her sickness, they tell me. 
She was kinder crazed after her baby came." 

" I should think quite likely, shouldn't you ?" said 
Berintha, with a nasty smile. " I thought what little 
sense she was born with, had taken leave, the day I 
dined with you and Eustace. I never saw such a fig- 
ger of fun. There is insanity in the Wolcott family, 
I think you told me." 

" No, I never told you anything of the kind ; but 
if I did, what of it ? Your Aunt Duzenbury died in 
an asylum, you know — your mother's own sister." 

Mrs. Winchester, in certain frames of mind, was 
quite apt to turn on her familiar, and make " dabs " 
at her in tender places. 

She had arisen from her place, meanwhile, and 
taken Baby from Nora with the strong arm. 

" This is Eustace's child ; consequently it has my 
blood in its veins. Now let me see if I can discover 
any of my family Unaments,^^ 

She sat down and placed the pretty man on her 
stout knee, and examined his features with scrutiniz- 
ing care. 

" It certainly has the Dawkins nose and chin. Fine 
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complexion ! That is Dawkins. My Penel ope was just 
like wax when she was an infant ; nice shaped hands ; 
our hands have been modeled several times. I've got 
one of Eustace's, with its fingers crooked so natural, 
that I've been asked if it wasn't a scratch-back — such 
as they sell in stores — M'ith long handles, you know." 

The Dawkins noses must have been rather flat and 
formless, not to say absolutely pudgey, if Baby's was 
a faithful copy of them, and Baby's eyes grew round 
with terror while the comparisons were progressing ; 
before they were pompously climaxed, he broke forth 
in a heart-rending wail. 

Nora's silly pate took in rather a confused idea of 
the hand kept in a glass case, which, it seemed, had 
been wickedly taken from its owner and preserved in 
some mysterious manner. " Perhaps t' ould Protestant 
might take a fancy to lop off Baby's arm for a heretic 
show." She had come from the old country full of 
queer notions concerning the outside barbarians she 
was to find ; and though a three years' acquaintance 
had somewhat modified her fears, she was ready to be 
wary. " 'Tis better to be sure than sorry." 

" If you plase, ma'am, I'd sooner hold Baby meself ; 
he makes strange wid folks he isn't used to, and his 
mother can't abear to have him let a scream out of 
him. There, there, darlint, come to yer own Nora. 
He doesn't like ladies, and 'tis thrue for ye there's but 
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one body he takes at all to— Mr. Ashcroft, at the 
house, a free-spoken gintleman himself." 

The dame resigned her frightened grandchild, and 
she gave him a smart pat on the back as he left her — 
nearly a blow, in fact. " You should not allow him to 
roar that way, nurse ; there is no sense in such a noise. 
Everybody dislikes a cross child. He ought to be 
taught better." 

" Indade, ye should see him scratch and claw in his 
rnxions : he digs the flesh off me bones intirely." 

" Wolcott temper ! I'd soon train that out of 
him." 

" Mr. Ashcroft ! What is all that about Mr. Ash- 
croft ?" said Mrs. Gumrill, pricking up her ears, which 
stood out enough naturally. " Some hanger-on she has 
picked up to console her solitude, I suppose." 

" He lives up yon, ma'am — as hand sum as a pictur, 
he is; and he dotes on Baby, and Baby dotes on 
him." 

"And who does Baby's mamma dote on?" ex- 
claimed Berintha, with a shrill, unpleasant laugh, like 
the " caw caw " of a carrion crow. 

" Berintha, I am shocked. I blush for her sex ; 
but I am not surprised. I always had my opinion of 
her. So Baby has an admirer, my good girl ; and is 
his mother much in the gentleman's company ?" 

" Not as much as she might be," answered Nora, 
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maliciously. "I heard him speak in private to his 
sister about me mistress, and he called her the pretty 
widow, and lots more. I was on the gallery, minding 
Baby, and their window stood wide and I couldn't 
help hearin' 'em. Sure I niver hearkened — I wouldn't 
do that." 

" Do you hear, Berintha ? She gives herself out as a 
widow ! What brazen impudence ! I must retire and 
think of my position. I may be called to a very un- 
pleasant duty, but I shall face it ; and I shall face her, 
too." 

Dame Winchester made her protest so tremen- 
dously sotto voee, that she was quite red in the face ; 
and she looked so important, and so vindictive, that 
Nora would have given anything to hear what she 
was saying. 

" How long have you been Baby's nurse ?" inquired 
Mrs. Gum rill. 

" I put in one montL before I came up here." 

"You have quite a responsible place, with the 
whole care of him, while the mother is out at parties. 
Don't you, Nora ?" 

" She doesn't go anywhere, ma'am. She is in deep 
black for her father and her husband." 

" Indeed ! When did her husbana die 1"' 

" I couldn't say just, ma'am ; it was befoi-? I aon?^. 
She never speaks his name to me." 
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" What is she up here alone for ? I should admire f 

to know." I 

" Sure and hasn't she me and Baby, to keep her 
company, let alone Mr. Ashcroft and his sister, that 
thinks the world of her ? She hasn't the half of a good 
time she might have wid him a-singin' of evenin's, and 
a-lookin' at her out of his two eyes. Enough to charm 
birds." 

" You may be on the lookout for an eclairisment," 
remarked Berintha, aside, to her friend ; " and a natural 
consequence of her disgusting conduct last winter. 
Poor Eustace I he is to be pitied if ever man was. He 
drew a blank in the lottery of marriage ; and this 
fascinating babe — it certainly is like you. Why don't 
you take it yourself — only think how she will bring it 
up. You are so superior." 

Berintha Gurarill was not brilliant, but she had 
brains enough to be malevolent ; she never forgot nor 
forgave Bessie's triumph over her in the old days, nor 
how she refused to be in intimate terms, later. 

" If they would take the child away from her, how 
it would bother the Wolcotts ; and if they didn't get 
it, it would make an awful time. How I wish they 
would ; I wonder how much of this girl's talk is true. 
I'll find out." 

"You always express yourself so well, Berintha. 
I must communicate with my son just as soon as I learn { 

I 
s 
\ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC ; 



"the devil a walking has goiste/' 233 

where he is. Such a scandal ! What is the world 
coming to ?" 

" Don't let them suspect your intentions, my dear } 
they may take steps, you know." 

" They wiU take steps, Berintha ; and lively ones, 
before I have done with them. Why, that creature 
actually advised me to use anti-fat." 

While Nora stood bobbing Baby about, and setting 
him at different features of the landscape, in which he 
showed no interest whatever ; keeping his eyes fixed 
on his ancient enemy, and howling, the ladies con- 
cluded their conference. 

" What a nice pleasant face you have, Nora," said 
Mrs. Gumrill, rising, and trying to fondle one of 
Baby's hands in hers beringed to the knuckles, " see 
pretty fowa." 

He did not see " pretty fowa," because he buried 
his eyes in Nora's neck. 

" I believe I'll go a little piece with the girl," she 
telegraphed to her friend by a grimace, that she had 
an object in her exercise. 

"Have you ever been lady's-maid, Nora? You 
look so smart, I should think you might make a good 
one with a little training. Are you satisfied with 
your situation ?" 

" I'm pleased enough," answered Nora, all agog 
with the flattery and the rings and bracelets and finery 
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of her questioner ; " a child is a bit wearing ; but 
a body never gets time to herself, and it's lonesome up- 
stairs minding his sleep whilst the other gals is out 
takin' their pleasure." 

" Are you obliged to give up your evenings ?" said 
Mrs. Gumrill, in a tone of deepest sympathy ; " that is 
hard I" 

" Yes, ma'am ; she'd be mad and jaw if I left him, 
and the grandmother she made me promise to stop 
fast by him till she come back." 

" Oh, the grandmother ! Why is she not here ?" 

" She was, ma'am, till her son he hurted hisself, 
and she went home to mind him." 

" And will she come here again ?" 

" The very first minute she gets loose, ma'am. She ;f 

worships' the ground me mistress walks on. I've a ^ 

sister that went as lady's-maid to home ; she used to 
be tellin' me of the work," added Nora, reproducing 
the topic most vital to her. 

" Nursing children ia hard work. What wages do 
you get ?" 

" Three dollars, ma'am ; and I does Baby's wash- 
ing." 

" Three dollars ! for tugging that heavy child all 
day ! I give four to my maid, and the work is very 
light ; can you clear-starch, and iron ?" 

" Oh yes, ma'am ; I used to make up muslins, and 
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I was tached to mend laces and stockings by the Sis- 
ters. I know a stitch that you'd never in the world 
find the hole." 

" You must bring Baby to see us again ; and per- 
haps you had as well not say you've been here. Mrs. 
Winchester knows your mistress, and she may choose 
to announce herself ; the safest way is not to talk.'? 

" Yes, ma'am ; I'm not the one to prate, in particu- 
lar when a lady is alus cuttin' in if a body but speaks a 
word. I wonder if she thinks a poor girl can hold her 
tongue all day long, as she does." 

" Of course we feel interested in your mistress, and 
you may come and tell us how she goes on. I've got a 
box of neck-ties for you, Nora. You shall have them 
when you want, and if you think of changing, I'll see 
how you will do." - 

". Yes, ma'am ; thank you, ma'am ; you're a kind 
lady indade, ma'am. Servants see queer things. I'll 
be sure to earn your favors ; much obleeged to you ; 
shake a da-da to the pretty lady, Baby." 

"I've put a spoke in that creature's wheel," re- 
marked Berintha, sitting down beside her friend, and 
fanning herself ; " her nurse is liable to leave her any 
minute, and she'll have to get out of that chair, and 
look after her child. Think of the elegant Bessie wash- 
ing and dressing her great squalling boy — like a black- 
smith's wife !" 
10» 
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"She will be ncne the worse for the exercise, aud, 
for my part, I wish she had to do it every day of her 
life. It would serve her right," added Dame Win- 
chester, and both ladies were so amused at the picture 
each had in her mind's eye, that they burst out laugh- 
ing immoderately. 




CHAPTER XXm. 
"BEWABE TilE WOLF." 

SJITTLE NAN ran swiftly down the hill to 
the beach, without once looking behind 
her. 

She felt glad to get away from Nora, 
whose company she never liked at any time, and to- 
day the slighting remarks and coarse laugh of the girl 
rankled in her child's heart, aud filled it with indigna- 
tion she could not express. 

She hugged close her precious cup, and looked out 
ahead, hoping to catch a glimpse of Andrew and his 
boat. She wanted to be in his company ; she would 
never have left it if she had her will, and she wished 
very much to- tell him what Nora had said to her, and 
to hear him repeat his often assertion, always sweetest 
music in her eagerly listening ears, that she belonged 
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to him, and could not be takei> away. Poor Nancy 
had bad dreams sometimes, so very bad and frightful 
that she still dreamed them waking. Marsha Petin- 
gill was her hete noir. It seemed strange that among 
her memories of her old life this woman's brief associ- 
ation with her should be the one to haunt her close, 
while others drifted into forgetf ulness. Every word 
Marsha'had uttered, every look she had looked, from 
the moment when the rough clutch of her coarse hand 
had hurt her small shoulder, and roused her from her 
slumber in the car, into indignant protest and violent 
anger, till she saw her slink away among the dead and , 
dying on that carnage field, were indellibly stamped 
on her mind. When she played with her four dolls, 
she hid them by artful strategy from her enemy ; she 
revealed to them their danger in whispers, while her 
blood ran cold with her fearful fancies. When she 
put away her cup at night she hid it from Marsha's 
prying search, and went on tiptoe in the morning to 
find it, half certain that the wicked, cunning eyes 
which seemed to be always watching her, had discov- 
ered it, and that the hateful mouth which had hide- 
ously grinned at her that dreadful day, was now 
drawn into its ugly mirth over her loss and her 
sorrow. 

The shore was lonely and soundless. Afar on the 
lake Tang out the dismal cry of the loons sailing 
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hither and thither in the deep shadows, and from a 
neighboring farm came the voices of men busy with 
their work. She eyed askance the mountains, and the 
trees which thickly clothed them, skirting the narrow 
road. She thought of the bears which might inhabit 
them, to whose tender mercies Nora had thoughtlessly 
consigned her, and they, one and all, took on Marsha 
Petingill's face. 

A sharp cracking of the branches, and wild swish 
of hastily-moved leaves, as they parted, made her 
start, and sent her heart into her throat. It beat so 
^ fast and thick that it stopped her breath ; and, was it 
only fear, or were there really two evil eyes watching 
her in the thick covert ? She stood dead still ; her 
feet refused to move ; while she tried to pierce the 
gloom. 

" Jiminy ! if here ain't the fightin' young 'un ! and 
her silver cup ! All alone, too, down here where we 
can do just what we've a mind to with her. What 
luck ! Pate, Pate ! kitch hold on her round the waist. 
You know how you flung me down that time and 
stomped on me. Give her a taste of the same broth, 
ril have her a thief yet, sure as snakes is snakes ; 
she'll rot in jail, the same jail I went to — she'll freeze 
and starve there as I did. I'll inform on her. Ha, 
ha ! it makes me laugh to think of it. Look how 
sprigged up she is. Them's the sort of things I meant 
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to have if you hadn't mauled me till I didn't know 
where I was, and made me f oiler you, Payson Williams. 
Now I'll serve it out on her. She shall steal, and lie, 
and beg, and be my slave, as I've been yours. Pull off 
them gold chains ; hold the cup till I tie her up. 
Jiminy, what luck this is ! I've always seemed to feel 
as if this time would come — when I should have the 
fightin' young 'un under my fist. If I'd been as good 
as Aunt Almira I'd a prayed for it. Mebbe I did, and 
the devil heard me. Here ! you look out how you do 
that agin. Slap her on the mouth, Pate. Knock her 
teeth in, as you did mine, if she yells agin. I'll gag 
her ! There, how do you like the taste of that rag ? 
Now squall away ; split you throat a tryin', do !" 

"Andrew!" 

Nan's clear, sweet voice rang out, melodious with 
love, trembling with despair, over the still water. 
There was a young fellow away off on the lake, who 
had taken pity on her once and shielded her. The 
rich, vibrating tone reached him faintly, like the echo 
of a thought, and he rested on his oars and tried to 
pierce the distance with his eager glance. Something 
he saw moving. A white figure, in strong relief 
against the darkening green. Then it was lost among 
others. He struck out for the shore, full of thoughts 
of Nan. Her childish love, her queer freaks, her win- 
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ning brightness. Then he tried the key of the one 
note he had heard. 

" Yes, it must have been C sharp," said he, " and 
as full as a flute. This is a lonesome spot," he added, 
looking around. " And a safe one. Surely no harm 
could come to an innocent child, so far away from the 
haunts of men. I shall be glad to find Nan on the 
gallery looking out for me when I reach home." 

No more of Nan's sweet music came to his ears ; her 
pretty mouth was stopped, and hard, horny hands were 
handling her harshly. She was a captive ; and the 
wicked pair of thieves were disposing of her orna- 
ments. She watched her precious cup follow her neck- 
lace into that dreadful woman's pocket. She might 
have been asleep and dreaming, the whole was so like 
one of her nightmare visions. 

"I'm awful humbly yet, ain't I?" said Marsha, 
grinning, as she saw her victim's eyes staring wildly at 
those never-forgotten features ; coarser, raore bloated 
and repulsive even than she knew them. "Well ! 
when you've lived everywhere in hard places, as I 
have, and fared on the wust, as I have, you'll have 
none of that ere beauty to boast of. Andrew won't 
know you ; he'll go by as fine as a fiddle, and you'll be 
pickin' the gutter ; and you'll be a thief ! that's best 
of all ! I'm fit to bust my b'iler, so I am ! Why, I 
was thinking of you that instant rainit ; how you 
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scratched and clawed that day, and said I was hum- 
bly ! and wishin' I had my grip on you, and I jest 
reached my ten and there you was ! Hit her, Pate, hit 
her a whack. You've gin me enough on 'em ; now 
she'll take her share, and somethin' over. I've got a 
fist myself. Oh, Jiminy ! what luck !" 

Securely fastened, and safely gagged, the tramps 
took Nanny by the shoulders and feet, and disappeared 
in the gloomy wood. 

As the branches parted to receive her, and hide her 
from all she was leaving, she saw her hero pulling 
in. Just a few more of those swift oar-strokes, and 
he would be able to see and save her. How bitter 
painful it was that she could not let him know her 
fate. Alas, for pretty Nan ! He had said they should 
never part, and her eyes were straining for their last 
look of adieu. 

As he beached his boat, and sprang out, a couple 
of men came down, driving a flock of sheep, bleating, 
which they meant to pen for to-morrow's washing. 

" Did you meet a little girl on your road, or hear a 
voice calling, like a lost child ?" he inquired, peering 
hither and thither, so sure he felt that his pet had been 
there. 

" Niver a one," replied the man ; " our flock went 
astray just hereabouts, and we chased them, and had 
to yell considerable. Sheep are the tormentinest orit^ 
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ters to drive. If one gets started, away goes the rest. 
I guess there hain't been nobody but us down here, 
there don't be much folks in these parts." 

Andrew shouldered his oars and tramped up the 
hill, and still he thought of pretty Nan ; and he sang, 
as he walked, an old, old song : 

** Alone through the wild wood went singing a maid, 

Take care, pretty maid ! 
There she met a gray wolf, and she was not afraid. 

Alas, pretty maid I 
Good day, good wolf I do not slop me, I pray; 
For the daylight is waning, I may not stay. 
Oh ! his claws are so sharp, and his fangs are so keen, 
I shall never come out of this forest, I ween. 

God rest thee, poor maid I" 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

NORA IS UNSETTLED IN HER MIND. 

ORA'S "arms ached under Baby's weight as 
she toiled on toward the hotel, and she 
looked quite forbidding with her crosSj dis- 
contented face. The pity of the new lady 
and her coaxing talk about large wages and light work, 
made her place and its duties irksome. Being a 
flighty, ignorant, pleasure-loving girl, whose only idea 
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of religion was going to Mass, and whose best principle 
of action was to "take it out of the heretics," she 
was easily upset, and whiffled about by circumstances. 
Even Mrs. Gumrill's shallow cunning was too much 
for her. 

"A moping lazy brazen thing is yon," she muttered, 
raising her eyes to the piazza, where she could discry 
Bessie reclining idly. " Poor folks has to mind their 
brats, and work hard besides ; and niver a drop of holy 
water upon them nayther, and they fit for purgatory 
all the while ; and sorrer a bit of love should a good 
Catholic iver feel for the likes of the little botherin' 
squall ers ; for to Heaven they'll niver get at all, at 
all ; sure 'tis us that should be takin' our aise, and 
they working for us, bad luck to 'em. Hold yer noise, 
ye devil, or I'll drop ye over the cliff." 

Baby hardly understood the words ; but he compre- 
hended the threatening tone, and the ugly scowl, and 
he evidently knew right well what shaking meant, for 
he was quiet and subdued directly, and putting up a 
piteous lip, he clung around the girl's neck in helpless 
terror. 

Miss Bianca Ashcrof t happened to be looking down 
from her leaning-place, and her sharp eyes took in the 
whole performance. 

" One might say your little man was fond of his 
nurse, Mrs. Winchester ; see how he holds her fast, 
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clinging as if she was ^his best and only hope in thia 
world. Is she uniformly kind to him ?" 

"I think so," replied Bessie, anxiously. "Would 
he fftay so willingly with her if she treated him badly ?'* 
" Why, yes : I suppose he would ; he knows no 
other way. Children will love and cling to mothers 
who are harsh and severe. I think it is as pitiful a 
sight as this world shows, such helpless innocents watch- 
ing their tyrants and trying to conciliate them with 
unrewarded caresses. I would keep a sharp watch on 
Baby if I w?re you. He is too precious a thing for 
slaps and pinches." 

" Oh, Miss Ashcroft, don't say such dreadful things 
unless you know them. I will discharge Nora in- 
stantly, if she hurts my darling. Why don't she 
come ?" 

" She is close at hand ; but I accuse her of nothing. 
I only recommend prudence. I would go out every 
day in the carriage for his airing, instead of sending 
him on the arm of an irresponsible girl, who is sure to 
get tired, and when tired, cross ; while he is with you, 
you know precisely what is happening to him, and the 
drive will do you good." 

" When Mrs. Mammy comes back I will." 

"Don't wait for Mrs. Mammy," replied Bianca, 
secretly admiring Bessie's loving intonation of the 
phrase which meant so much to her of sweet good- 
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ness. " Come, take me. I shall enjoy the excursions 
amazingly, and so will my brother too. There is 
plenty of room in your carriage for us all, if we leave 
Nora out — as we will. Andrew shall hold Baby. Let 
us go this evening." 

Thus set before her, Bessie saw the plan feasible, 
and readily agreed. 

By this time Nora and her charge were come within 
hearing distance, and her face was dressed in smiles, 
while she crooned baby-talk, mixed with " darlin's," 
and with the ready forgiveness of infancy, the boy 
bad restored to her his confidence, so that, to all ap- 
pearance, the two had enjoyed a fine stroll, full of 
health and amusing interest. 

Miss Ashcroft walked the length of the piazza to 
meet Nora coming up : " You love that child, don't 
you," said she, taking him into her embrace. " Come 
to auntie, you dear, chubby boy I You'd have hard 
work to find a sweeter lad to nurse than Baby Win- 
chester ; hey ! Nora ?" 

" Yes, ma'am, he's a fine child, and he's nice 
clothes ; none of the childer here has nicer ; but he is 
a heavy bit, though ; he'd make a lady^s arms ache in 
no time. Mine are most pulled oflf me wid the weight 
of him. Tis hard wurk, nussin, in particular when 
their mothers don't help none ; there's no hot meals, nor 
no time to one's self." 
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** Who are those ladies at the cottage that T sa^ 
you talking with ?" 

" Me, ma'am : and is it yon ladies that ye mane? 
I don't know who they be, sure ; they're just come. 
They're raal fine ladies ; they has heaps of clothes, and 
one of them keeps a maid." 

" Oh, she does ! and you feel as if a maid's place 
would suit you better than Mrs. Winchester's service. 
Well, perhaps it might." 

" And if it did, itself," stammered Kora, trying to 
look bold and unconscious, and failing miserably, 
"sure I'd not be lavin' Baby. 1 never lived wid a 
lady better than Mrs. Winchester ; her presents is 
more nor her wages." 

"Did you ever hear about the purgatory for 
nurses who ill-treat their children ?" asked Miss Ash- 
croft with a sudden sharp glance in the girl's face. 

" I don't know what you mean, I'm sure," an- 
swered Nora, trying to keep down a guilty blush, 
which would overspread her face; while she uncon- 
sciously glanced over her shoulder, down the road she 
bad climbed, and wondered if the shake she had in- 
dulged in could have been soen. 

" I would be very careful, if I were you, Xora ; 
there are so many people about, noticing how you be- 
have. You wouldn't like to get a bad name, you 
know. Where did you leave Nanny ?" 
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"She leaved me, ma'am ; she got in a passion, and 
bit and scratched, and vowed she'd have my lite ; and 
off she put, out of my sight. She said that she'd find 
Andrew. I'll be main careful how I ever take her 
out again ; she's as bad-tempered a child as I ever see, 
there's a dale of nasty blood in her body. I'm goin' 
to tell mistress how I ketched her wid a pin tryin' to 
stick Baby." 

"When, Nora?" 

" Not more'n a week ago, mem ; she was trying to 
put his eyes out," added Nora, piling up her accusa- 
tions as she experienced sharper irritation under Miss 
Ashcroft's reception of her news. 

" I don't believe a word you are saying, Nora. I 
shall ask Nan. She always tells the truth ; she will not" 
deny it if she did it, and I shall punish her severely if 
she has been guilty of such a dreadful thing ; and I 
shall also keep a watch on you, Nora, so be careful." 

Nora left the lady's presence feeling that she was 
her enemy, and she was, consequently, ready and will- 
ing to do her any ill turn in her power. 

It is fortunate that the malice of the malevolent is 
generally held in check. What a world this would be, 
if wicked wishes were always granted, and bad inten- 
tions developed into overt acts ! Any lake of fire and 
brimstone, in such a state of things, would become 
entirely superfluous, and infernal torments works of 
supererogation. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

'^ YE CALL ! BUT SHE ANSWERS NOT AGAIN." 

WILIGHT was deepening into darkness, 
when Andrew reached the hotel, where 
Bianca was impatiently pacing the piazza, 
and- straining her eyes to catch the first 
glimpse of his approach. 

" What is that fellow thinking of, to keep her out 
till this time of night, and she in white cambric, and no 
cloak, not even a sacque ? A couple of children they 
are, to be sure ; and he as merry as a child always. 
Well, I know they are enjoying themselves ; but they 
ought to realize that I must be anxious ; she'll be down 
sick. Men are so irresponsible. I hope he has not 
spilled her into the lake, and fished her up, dripping 
like a mermaid. There, is that them !" (Bianca's 
grammar was a little shaky in her worry.) " Oh, no ! a 
couple of cows. Well, a good scolding is what they 
deserve, and what they'll get, for certain. Here they 
come, at last." 

" Upon my word, Andrew !" she exclaimed, dashing 
forward to meet him. " What kind of a performance 
do you call this ? That poor child. Why, where's Nan ? 
Do speak I What have you done with the midget ?" 

" It is as I feared, then," answered he, in a low, 
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frightened voice. " I was not mistaken ; she did call 
me. Come inside, Bianca," he added, seizing both his 
sister's hands, " do not let us talk of our trouble here." 

" Trouble, Andrew ! what do you mean ? Did not 
Nanny come down to the beach to you about three 
o'clock this afternoon ?" 

She walked by his side, and sat down where he 
placed her, watching him close the door and throw 
himself at her feet, without saying another word. 

" Dearest Bianca, I have not seen our pretty M&n 
since I kissed her good-bye this morning ; but I think 
I know something about her. I was out on the lake, 
when I heard her call my name ; I turned quickly 
about, and saw figures moving on the shore^ and I am 
sure her little white-robed self was among them. I 
pulled in as quickly as I could, but they were gone. 
The bushes were broken, and the wild grass was 
down -trodden. 

"I shouted and whistled, and I was answered by a 
flock of bleating sheep and their keepers, on their 
way to the washing. I inquired of the men if they 
bad seen a little girl, and got no news. They were so 
certain that nobody bad passed them, that I took 
heart ; and hoped, almost expected to see the pretty 
poppet flying out to meet me. We have lost her, 
Bianca ; she has been taken from us." 

Miss Ashcroft bent her head in her hands, she made 
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no womanish moan ; bat her giief took hard hold on 
her. She passed in review Nan's brief life with her, 
and she felt that she would give part of her own, to 
have her back. 

" It must be her relations, Andrew," said she, 
looking up with steadfast face, and speaking in a 
hoarse voice she tried to make strong and calm. " But 
what a kidoapping way to get possession of her ! Why 
didn't they walk boldly up, and claim the child, and 
give us a chance to state our case ? If anybody can do 
better for Nan than we, I will not stand in her 
light. I did not know I loved her so very dearly." 

Nature would have her way, and Miss Ashcroft 
covered her face and sobbed. 

" So we two have our world all to ourselves again," 
said she presently, wiping her eyes, and pushing her 
sorrow out of sight with such an effort as left her face 
pale and rigid. " Kiss me, Andrew, good boy. How 
Nanny loved my boy ;" she added, drawing closer 
around her waist his encircling arm ; why you and 
I — If I could but know that she is safe and happy, I 
would try and be content." 

" We will know the best and the worst, Bianca. 
I shall silt the matter to my satisfaction before I give 
up. I see no other solution to the mystery than 
yours. I must see Nanny, and the people who have 
robbed us of her — it is robbery : they can't make any*. 
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thing else of it : no rights they oould possibly put for- 
ward could justify such a course. I am going to Ash- 
bury immediately : there I will telegraph for a detec- 
tive, and wait for him to come up. I can put him in 
possession of the facts of th^ case (slim enough facts 
at best), and get him on the road by six o'clock to- 
morrow morning. We will not spread our sad news, 
but you must not be alone in my absence. I shall 
bring Mrs. Winchester to keep you company ; we will 
confide in her. Don't look so utterly heart-broken, 
Bianca, we may get back our poppet yet." 

Andrew's story to Bessie was concisely and rapidly 
told, and his request plainly and simply put. 

He was not prepared for her reception of it. 
Nanny was Baby's playfellow, it came close home ; 
what if it had been Baby's self ? She lost no time in 
idle waiting ; but flew to Bianca with open arms, re- 
sponding to the call of. trouble at once ; our good, 
loving, warm-hearted Bessie, was herself, as we 
knew her, effectually shaken out of her lethargy. 
When Bianca saw her coming with light, quick step, 
and looked in her face, all unlocked and vital with 
sympathy, she thanked God and took courage. Sweet 
are the uses of adversity, bringing out complementary 
virtues. Now Bianca was all sweetness, and Bessie 
all sti'ength, 
11 



Digitized by 



Google 




242 "eevengeI eevengbI 

CHAPTER XXVI. 

^' REVENGE I REVEKGE ! THE SAXON CRIED/' 

HEN the stage came up from Ashbury thai 
night, it brought a gentleman among its 
passengers, no other than Eustace Win- 
chester. 

He registered his name, selected his room, ate his 
supper, and after having made some necessary inqui- 
ries at the office, he lit a cigar and bent his steps 
to the Van Arsdale cottage. 

It being about ten o'clock, Mrs. Gumrill was just 
yawning herself into a comfortable state of sleepiness 
for retiring, and Mrs. Winchester was already snoring 
in her rocking-chair, pooh-poohing the world's affairs 
as usual. 

" Good evening. Mother," s'aid the gentleman son, 
walking through the open door ; " so you are playing 
at housekeeping." 

" Is it ! do not my eyes deceive me ?" exclaimed 
the dumpling. "Look, dear Mrs. Winchester, the 
prodigal has returned." 

She had sprung up in such a hurry, and with such 
ecstatic eagerness of welcome, that she overset her 
ehair, and footstool, and spitz dog onto the Tom cat, 
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who was rented with the premises, and held fast to hia 
rights^ no matter what came. Both animals felt out- 
raged, and they flew at each other, and they clawed, 
and they fit, and they scratched and they bit, snap- 
ping at such promiscuous legs and feet as they could 
come at, till Tom swung his bristling tail out of the 
door, and Fido ran behind the sofa to lick his injuries 
in safety. 

The episode was not lost, howevei', far it gave the 
dumpling opportunity and excuse for a dozen or more 
Bweet little squeals, and for clinging to the new- 
comer in enchanting terror. 

" Oh, Eustace ! are they gone ?" breathed she m 
his ear, still keeping her eyes tight shut. "Did they 
both extinguish each other ? Am I safe ?" 

" Your familiar has disappeared ; allow me to pick 
up your chair," replied Eustace, using some force and 
skill in clearing herself of his fair enchainer. " I am 
surprised that you don't keep Grimalkin in better 
order. Well, Mother, how are you ?" 

"I don't really know how I am. I feel all of a 
tremble ; waked out of a nap with such a racket. 
What have you and Berintha been about ?" 

" The turmoil is over, the battle fought and won. 
Let's kiss and be friends, Mother, and tell me the 
news '* 

"News, Eustace? Oh, my poor boy, you little 
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know what you are asking for ! Shall we tell him all ; 

we have heard, Berintha, or wait till he has a chance I 

to find out for himself ?" 

"J" couldn't say a word, situated as J am ; you { 

must use your best judgment. The subject is too del- 
icate for you to approach in my presence ; if you will 
excuse me, I will retire," 

Eustace looked from one to the other of the head- 
shakers, wondering what all this ominous preparation 
portended. 

"Don't go, Berintha. Stay aud support me ; I feel ' ! 

it my painful duty, and I will do it. My son, Bessie j 

is here !" 

Mrs. Winchester looked about a hundred thousand i 

exclamation points at her son as she said these worda 
in an awful tone, and with both hands raised, like a 
prophetess pronouncing his doom. ' 

" I am aware of that. Mother. I came to see her. 
My wife is my errand here." 

" I am glad of it, Eustace ; your presence ought to 
be a resU-aint upon her. Misguided girl ! somebody * 

should take care of her — ^it is evident that she can't < 

take care of herself. Such goings on !" j 

" She passes for a widow !" chimed in Mrs. Gum- \ 

rill. "A widow I and she has got a lover, just as if i 

sne really was one I I pity her, Eustace ; I blush for \ 

her ; I pray for you." ; 
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" Fve been almost wild about it, Eustace. I don't 
know how I could have supported myself if it had 
not been for Berintha — she always expresses herself so 
well." 

Nora's meagre hints became a terrific scandal in 
the handling of the two women. What did they pro- 
mulgate such a tale for ? Love of sensation, partly. 
Mrs. Winchester enjoyed scenes ; she wanted to be 
bathed in tears, agonized with emotions — they made 
her life interesting. Her friend was simply spiteful 
and vindictive. Bessie had caught her bird. 

** * Revenge, revenge 1' the Saxon cried ; 
* Revenge, revenge Pthe Gael replied." 

At any rate, they made a shocking mess of Eustace's 
hopes and expectations. He was a man of average 
sense ; he knew just what trouble his mother had 
helped him to before, and yet he listened to her again. 

He slept little that night ; he felt suspicious, to 
say the least, and wretchedly uncomfortable — it might 
all be true ; and if all of it was not false, adieu to his 
dreams of a happy future among his new friends in 
Roarir.g River. 



Digitized by 



Googk 




246 ''come, cousin, i am sure 

CHAPTER XXVII. 

"come, cousin, I AM SURE YOU LOVE THE 
GENTLEMAN." 

^^ESSIE sat late comforting Bianca, and her 
first morning thoughts were of her un- 
happy friend. She tapped at her door 
when she was ready for hreakfast. 

'^ I must be ill," said Miss Ashcrof t, " I cannot rise. 
I've tried, and my head whirls so that I am not able 
to stand. I will stay quiet. They say the wounded 
doe creeps away from the herd to die alone." 

" Don't talk of dying, dear Bianca ;" said Bessie, 
" grief never kills ; we shall have good news before 
long. I feel sure of it. A child cannot be kidnapped in 
broad day with impunity. Wait till Andrew comes." 

" Yes, I will ; of course, I sha'n't die. I don't know 
why I said that stupid thing. Run away, now, to 
breakfast ; and tell them to send up a steak and pota- 
toes, and a pot of tea. I believe, after all, it is hunger 
that ails me — I ate no supper." 

"A most wise conclusion," said Bessie. "I will 
order, and see that you are served immediately." 

She was hardly seated at the table, when Mrs. Win- 
chester and her Berintha came rustling in with a vast 
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deal of fuss. Both ladies wore sweeping silks, and 
there was quite a race amongst the waiters to secure 
them at particular tables. They selected one opposite 
to Bessie, and they nudged each other, and whispered 
as they looked across at her. 

Bessie was busy with her waiter and did not notice 
their coming ; and Eustace's entrance, soon afterward, 
was too quiet to attract her attention. 

" There she is," whispered Mrs. Winchester, as her 
son took his place beside her. " Now observe ; you 
will soon be able to verify my words. I am afraid too 
soon for your own peace of mind. Oh, dear ! what a 
world this is." 

It was a minute or so before Andrew appeared. 
He looked tired and sad-eyed, and sighed as he dropped 
into his chair. 

Bessie turned eagerly toward him, as he ap 
preached. Her face was flushed, and her eyes were 
humid with emotion. 

" Tell me quickly !" said she, catching his hand. 
" I dread to hear you speak. I see you bring us no 
good tiding^. Poor Bianca is quite broken down. I 
have just sent up her breakfast, I believe she has wept 
herself ill." 

"No news should be good news," answered he, 
turning towards her, and speaking in a low, earnest 
voice. "I have got my man, he is working up the 
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case. I have been out with him since daylight. We 
were down at the shore where I saw that group of 
people from my boat, and I found this lying on the 
trampled grass." 

She reached out her open palm, and he laid into it 
a tiny turquoise heart on a blue ribbon. 

" Dear, dear little Nan ! her favorite ornament ! I 
saw Bianca tie it around her neck this morning. She 
called it Andrew's true blue heart, and covered it 
with fond kisses, as she patted it and slipped it to its 
place on her lovely neck." 

Bessie put the jewel to her lips ; as she spoke her 
voice was tremulous, and her eyes were full of tears. 
She saw before her the glowing beauty, as she had so 
often seen her sporting with her boy, and heard his 
chuckling laugh at her pranks. 

" I must be very good to Nan, if we get her back, 
Andrew, — ^for Baby's sake, he loved her so dearly." 

" If we do, yes," replied he sadly ; " none of us can 
do too much for her. Could she have fallen into the 
lake, do you think ? Well, as I love her, I had almost 
rather know her dead, than endure a life-long sus- 
pense. Suppose she has got into cruel hands, who 
will torture her. What if she is hungry, and in pain ? 
My God ! the thought drives me wild !" 

" Don't say such horrid things, Andrew ! Don't 
even think them. Why torment yourself needlessly, 
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we shall surely learn her fate. Detectives can find 
out everything." 

Meanwhile the party opposite were watching fhe 
talkers so engrossed in the vital interests of their sub- 
ject, and putting their own construction on their evi- 
dent intimacy. 

Eustace's heart hardened against his wife, and his 
face grew dark and darker, as he saw the heart given 
and received. He drew his brows together, as her lips 
touched the love-token ; (what else could it be ?) and 
she was so absorbed in the donor, that she forgot how 
strange eyes might be watching her, and censorious 
people judging her conduct. 

He glanced furtively around him, trying to dis- 
cover who had witnessed the confidence, and he 
writhed as he caught Mrs. Gumrill's meaning smile, 
and felt how his good, true Bessie must have forgotten 
herself, and how infatuated she must have become 
with the beardless youth, to be so careless of 
public opinion. Bessie Wolcott was discreet and 
modest, and the Bessie Winchester who left him 
that night, to claim her father's protection, was dig- 
nified and wise. Yet here sat this woman at a hotel 
table toying with a lover's token, and defying the 
world for the sake of his society. She had not even 
the grace to secure the sister for chaperone. She 
braved out her course boldly. 
11* 



Digitized by 



Googk 



250 **COME, COUSIN, I AM SURE 

" You find I was right," whispered his mother. 
" Isn't it scandalous ? I hope you will apply for a 
divorce right away, and secure your child before it is 
trained for perdition." 

A waiter came and placed the bill of fare before 
Andrew, demanding his attention to the business of 
the hour. He also officiously changed the position of 
all the glasses and forks, about a quarter of an 
inch to the right, and brushed off an imaginary crumb 
before he folded his arms and eyed contemptuously 
the man who did not know enough to order his break- 
fast. 

When, at last, the talker raised his eyes, they 
roamed unconsciously about the room, and rested on 
Eustace. With a slight start, he rose to his feet. 

" Hello ! there's Nerval !" said he, in a tone of 
pleased excitement. " I'll go over and speak to him." 

Eustace had been studying his quondam patient's 
face, missing its dimples and exuberant fun ; and who 
can say how bitter was the thought of the husband : 
" Love for my wife has sobered the frolicsome boy 
into a man I " 

Bessie looked up and blushed, as she heard the 
name. Its owner had been so lauded in her presence, 
and she had coupled him in her thoughts with Eus- 
tace, who might have done noble deeds, and gained 
praise and fame. 
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Her enemies were before her ! There they sat ! 
the two women to whom she owed all her un happiness. 
Mother-in-law's lips were drawn out with their oily 
smile. Oh ! how well she remembered it, and Mrs. 
Gumrill's spiteful stare ; it brought vividly to her mind 
that hateful evening, when Eustace had been so pro- 
voking, and she had vainly tried to win him back to 
her side by entreaties. The mortifications and mis- 
eries of that time came before^ her (when had they 
ever left her ?), and then she saw her husband stand up 
to speak to Andrew. The first tones of his voice sent 
the blood leaping through her veins. When last she 
heard it, it was raised in contemptuous anger, which 
his face intensified ; of which she, his wife, was the ob- 
ject. Now, why was he here ? in the company of those 
two ? If he had come to make friends with her, he 
would not have brought with him the mischief-makers 
who hated her. As she scanned his countenance and 
bearing, she found no friendliness in him. He offered 
no hand to clasp the one Andrew extended to him, 
and his manner was rude ; yes, offensively rude. 

Something of the hot indignation she felt that 
evening of her flight came over her. How cruel of 
him to be here at all, if he meant to stand aloof, and 
expose her to the remarks and scornful comments of 
strangers I How more than cruel to surround himself 
with suoh a body-guard ! But with all her resentful 
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thoughts there mixed and mingled a longing for recon- 
ciliation. Eustace was the lover of her youth ; they 
had been boy and girl together. Esperanza fields and 
Maplewood forests had resounded with their merry 
laughter. She could remember how he used to look in 
roundabouts when she was in short frocks. 

The pretty lad I loved, and I, 
Together chased the butterfly. 

She had tried life with him, and found it very en- 
joyable ; and after an experience of the loneliness and 
joyless gloom of days and months of estrangement, 
she felt so hungry for his affection and his companion- 
ship, and so heart-sore, that if he had been alone, she 
would have held out her hand, and gone more than 
half way towards making up ; but with his griffins 
watching her, any step in his direction was impossible ; 
she must wait to find out what he had in his mind, to 
say nothing of his heart. 

Presently Andrew came back, dropping into his 
chair with disturbed and discontented mien. 

" I don*t know what to make of that Nerval," said 
he, petulantly ; " he seems to have two men in him ; 
I thought, when we first met, he was the most dis- 
agreeable churl I ever ran across, and by gracious I I 
am returning to that opinion. So far from being glad 
to see me, he held himself up as stiff as a stake. He 
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may go to thunder for all my speaking to him again ; 
I wonder if he thinks he is the great Mogul !" 

" Dr. Norval," repeated Bessie, " that— that person 
you went over to see — is he your hero?" 

" Hero ! Not much of a hero I am afraid, and a 
good deal of a snob. He did certainly behave like a 
trump ; that was the good Norval ; now his double is 
going back on him for some unaccountable reason. 
You won't hear any more about the fellow from me. 
I never oflFer my hand to have it refused twice. I've 
wiped him out of my catalogue of friends," he added, 
snapping his napkin. " Good bye, Norval." 

Andrew applied himself to his breakfast, knd re- 
turned to his troubles about Nan, giving no more at- 
tention to the Winchester party. Bessie let him finish, 
and leave her at the table. She forgot everything, 
except this man, who still held her heart in his hand ; 
the poor defenseless little heart which palpitated with 
love and fear. 

She had not long to tarry in uncertainty. He rose 
with the ladies, and giving his mother his arm, he 
walked past her chair. She struggled for steadiness 
and quiet as he approached ; she was ready to reply 
when he spoke, to smile when he smiled, to take his 
hand as soon as he offered it. 

Not a look ; not a word ; ho was gone. The hero 
had passed her by as a stranger. It was the bitterest 
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moment of her whole life. She had no longer a lover 
—a husband ! 

His mother addressed some remark to him, at 
which she and Berintha laughed " caw-caw," like a 
carrion crow, and they walked through the door, and 
down the hall, still busy with their discordant merri- 
ment, while she sat still in her place, wondering when 
she should get the strength to rise and go away. 

"Your handkerchief, ma'am," said the officious 
waiter, who was watching her, after the manner of his 
kind. 

Bessie reached out to take it from his hand, and 
she looked in his face to thank him for the service. Thq 
speculation and curiosity she met there recalled her 
to the necessary proprieties. She rose with dignity, 
and walked with a composed manner — out of his sight. 

The morning dragged heavily. Bessie shed no 
tears ; she sat in her room, and thought. Not many 
days would elapse before her peculiar relations with 
the Winchesters must be known, and her real or fan- 
cied story the topic of all the scandal-mongers of the 
hotel. 

What should she do — go home to her mother, flee 
from her enemies — leaving them a free field for their 
operations ? No I that she would not do. They 
should never feel that they had driven her away, and 
exult in their triumph. 
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A faint hope may have blushed beneath her deter- 
mination, which she did not recognize or acknowl- 
edge. 

Some auspicious opportunity, oflFered her by a 
happy chance, for coming face to face with her hus- 
band, might at least let her know his intentions for 
the best or the worst, and no cowardly dread of his 
woman-jailers should tempt her to leave the hotel 
while he remained, or before her future was made plain. 

About noon Andrew knocked at her door, and 
called her by name. She rose in guilty haste to admit 
him ; her conscience pricked her hard that her selfish 
griefs had so driven her kind friends and their heavy 
trouble from her mind. She promised Bianca to sit 
with her after breakfast. Poor Bianca ! who rebelled 
against sickness, and fought pain with all her might, 
had been alone and suffering all these weary hours. 
What must she think of her neglect ? She made 
haste to hide her own woes, and sympathize with the 
Ash crofts. 

Andrew was flurried and trembling : the color in 
his cheeks was a round spot of deepest crimson, and 
his lips were dry coral, smooth and shining. They 
rolled back from his white teeth, but he was not smil- 
ing. The small scar across his forehead beat like a 
pulse, and he drummed out a rapid waltz on the doof 
as he hurriedly and keenly pushed into his news. 
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"The fellow has got a clue, and we want your 
assistance." 

" Anything, I shall do gladly — tell me, what is it ? '^ 

" Order yonr carriage and take me out on the old 
road as soon as you can. He has tracked a couple of 
• tramps out there : a man and a woman. They have a 
child with them. He thinks they may belong to a 
gypsy camp which is lying there. We must have a 
conveyance at hand if we find her, and we must move 
cautiously, so as not to alarm them into hiding or re- 
moving her. We may have to search the haunted 
house. I hope you have no superstitious terrors." 

" None, indeed, which shall stand between me and 
little Nan. I will be ready in five minutes. Will you 
please tell Terrence to bring around the horses ?" 

" My sister sends her love. She says she knows 
you will be cunning and crafty when our poppet's 
safety is at stake. She feels toQ ill to rise from her 
pillow. I tried to get her to swallow some medicine, 
but she will not. She declares that she has no objec- 
tions to lotions and plasters — she can see what they 
are about ; but things that go out of sight and work 
in secret, she declines utterly. So I have got her 
done up in camphor and mustard and hamamelis ; but 
she is not perceptibly better as yet." 

Eustace was in the lower hall when Andrew came 
down. He heard the order given for Mrs. Winches 
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ter's carriage with an angry scowl on his face, which 
added nothing to its beauty, and he turned his back 
on the young man, who did not observe him, being 
concentered in his own affairs, and who, if he had 
seen him, would have bestowed no attention on him, 
he having, as we know, wiped " the churl " from off 
his list of friends. 

** Have you a good single team in your stable ?" 
inquired Dr. Winchester, as soon as Andrew had dis- 
appeared. " I feel inclined for a drive." 

Of course they had the regulation livery beast, 
combining all equine excellences, without any faults, 
and by the time Bessie's turnout was brought round, 
her husband was ready for his exercise, which seemed 
to be to keep in sight the vehicle before him, and follow 
it as closely as practicable without being discovered. 

Just as they turned into the old road, a traveler 
carrying a bundle on a cane slung over his shoulder, 
asked for a ride. Bessie's smart coachman paid no 
heed to his request ; but after a sharp glance at him, 
Andrew called out : 

" Yes, yes ; jump, old fellow — we are not going 
far, but we will give you a lift as long as we are on 
your road." 

The " old fellow " clambered with difficulty to the 
vacant place beside Terrence, who eyed him askance 
and with evident disgust. The good or ill estimate of 
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his neighbor seemed of little consequence to the old 
fellow, however, who folded his hands over his bundle 
and stretched out his dirty feet with a grunt of satis- 
faction. 

" That is my detective," whispered Andrew ; " W6 
must be sure to follow any hints he may give us. We 
are evidently on the trail." 

Bessie looked fearfully at the human ferret, on 
whose sagacious skill so much depended. She had 
never seen a real live detective before, and she felt 
almost as if he must be guessing her secret thoughts. 
He evidently enjoyed the tobacco which he chewed 
vigorously, rolling it as a sweet morsel under his 
tongue. 

As soon as they came in sight of the gypsy encamp- 
ment, he reached down to Andrew for a confidential 
whisper. 

"They make a power of baskets over there, all 
painted up with flowers. My woman thinks a heap on 
'em ; they're cheap, too. Maybe the lady would like to 
look at some. I guess I'll jump down and pick out 
half a dozen for Susan Jane and Ann Maria — my twins, 
ma'am — and the little shavers I've got to home. I 
don't know but what it will pay to go through their 
horses ; they do have spry cattle, wherever they get 
'em. Whoa, Jehu ! Much obliged for my ride. I'll 
gi^e you the hull seat now, all to yourself." 
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He descended witl» difficulty, and, shouldering his 
bundle, trudged away. Bessie and Andrew got down 
also ; and as soon as they were out of hearing of the 
coachman, the detective fell back and joined them. 

" The men are all out in the daytime bartering 
their truck," said he, "except one old daddie that 
tley leave around foreshow, so as it will look as if the 
women-folks was protected. Now, ma'am, you keep a 
sharp eye on the young ones. They may be as brown 
as a berry, and all rags ; but as like as not she's here. 
My mate thinks not, I go agin him : we'll soon know 
who's right ; him or me. You'd better buy a basket 
or two, and don't mind me. I don't belong to you, 
now. I'm a foot-pad. Now then, we mustn't lose any 
time." 

Bessie walked fearfully among the coarse women, 
who were washing dishes, picking fowls, cleaning 
horses, and weaving their wares : there was nothing 
picturesque about them : no Bohemian romance of 
dark eyes, red cloaks, and Romany rye : they were 
common horse-dealers and traders, who traveled every 
year through the country plying their vocation, and 
keeping their wives and children with them, for con- 
venience and economy. 

She saw plenty of children playing in the dirt, 
knocking each other about, but no Nan ; she tried to 
be complaisant^ and ask questions, and look interested, 
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but she felt as if they penetrated her intentions ; they 
all had such hard, keen faces. 

Andrew went everywhere, he chatted with the 
young girls, and heard all about their life, and their 
route, where they had come froii^, and whither they 
were going. He tossed pennies for the children to 
gather, and sat down on a log to see the fun, and ex- 
amined each smutty face, and took a careful survey 
of all their clothing. He peered into the tents and 



**In the days when we went gypsying," 

and said he'd a great mind to come out and join the 
band, and live a free, happy life under the trees. 

He loaded his hands with their baskets, and left 
them counting their money, and smiling over their 
good gains. 

"Not there?" inquired the detective, when they 
had put a clump of bushes between them and the camp. 
" You couldn't wash up any of those little faces, and 
call it yours, could you ?" 

" No," replied Andrew, who had left all his jollity 

*^^^^nd him, and returned to his look of settled anxiety. 

iw nothing to make me suspect them. They prob- 

steal chickens, but these children are their own. 

J bear the same marks of common, coarse life, and 

ar origin. Our Nan is fine and beautiful, like a 
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small princess. God help the poor poppet ! I am 
afraid we shall never see her again." 

" Don't give up no easy ; we haven't played our 
last card yet." 

" What do you suppose the tramps stole Nan for ?'• 
asked Bessie. " I don't see why they should bother 
themselves with a child." 

" It's a regular trade, ma'am : they catch children 
whenever they can find 'em handy, and sell them to 
the street musicians, and hire them out to beggars : 
there's lots of parents that sell their brats to these 
folks for a trifle, glad to be rid on 'em, and as your gal 
was a likely-looking one, she'd be quite a prize. The 
two that took her was a man and a woman : we must 
be ahead of their game if we can. They'll probably 
run her off to New York in the night, but I've got 
mates watching all the trains, and just the minute they 
try to get her aboard the car, they'll be nabbed for 
certain. I sent on the photograph you gave, and by 
this time there's copies of it in all the stations ; 
so you see we hain't been idle, ma'am. However, 
I expect to hand her over to you right here. 
The haunted house is our place ; my mate was right, 
after all. He's the smartest man on our lines, 
is Jem. I never worked with such a feller ! He's 
got the scent of a fox and the eyes of a hawk. Wait 
till you see him. Tell your man to take the first right- 
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hand load, and stop in the bushes as soon as you 
come in sight of the old shell. You may drive as fast 
as you like. I'll keep up, and be there simultaneous. 
Only don't you cry *whip behind' if you happen to 
spy a chap holding on ; because it will be your hum- 
ble servant to command, meaning me." 

It was an old farm dwelling, away from the road 
and had been quite a mansion in its day. 

" The house in truth is silent now, 
And hath a look of gloom ; 
But I can remember dance and song, 
And lights in every room." 

The first settlers on the farms were all dead : and 
their sons, finding the land exhausted, and returning 
no fair crops to their most industrious tillage, had 
abandoned them, and gone West to seek new homes, 
new business and good fortune ; and many of the 
houses which had resounded with child-life, and 
youthful merry-making, were tumbling into ruins for 
lack of tenants. ' Others were occupied by strangers 
who knew not Joseph, and lent eager ears to tradi- 
tions of crime and misfortune among their predeces- 
sors, and believed their forsaken dwellings fit meeting- 
places for ghosts and hobgoblins. 

Among others this lonesome ruin, surrounded by 
woods, was in especially bad repute ; people saw 
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lights in its windows, and heard music, and dancing 
and reveling by night, and were willing to go a long 
way round, rather than pass it by. 

" I found a wooden cradle up in the loft," said the 
detective as he finished his directions. "Such as 
they used to use in old times for their bread tray 
when they hadn't any infants about, and a wheel and 
lots of traps, that nobody dare touch for fear of 
spooks. My mate is on the ground. He's poked into 
every hole and corner before this time, I'll be bound, 
and what he don't know isn't worth knowing ; that's 
the fact I Pluck up heart, sir. I don't believe we shall 
have to go any further to hunt your missing girl." 

The setting sun poured a flood of radiance over 
the windows of the haunted house as they reached it, 
making it seem all ablaze inside ; and the wind was 
blowing smartly from the West, twisting the tree- 
tops, and sending along clouds of dust, whistling 
through the cracks and crevices of the poor shell, 
seeming to exult in its decay. 

A desolate and deserted house is a dreary object at 
any time, and on this forsaken hill, shut in by fields 
of brush, choked with weeds and thistles, the walls 
parting and leaning, and the chimney fallen in ; it 
looked the abomination of desolation, fit dwelling- 
place for owls and bats, a lodgment for poisonous 
reptiles and bloated toads. 
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Bessie shivered as she gave the order to her coach- 
man — and she descended, dreading what she might 
encounter. The pair whose track they sought were 
desperate thieves, and perhaps murderers. It needed 
a look at Andrew's anxious face to nerve her to act 
her part. 

" Stop here, Terrence !" said she, in as steady a 
voice as she could assume. " I am told that there is 
curious old furniture, worth looking at, in yonder 
house — more than a hundred years old. I have a mind 
to examine it. Will you come, Andrew, or are you 
altogether absorbed in your baskets ?" 

"Of course, I will attend you like a faithful 
esquire. They say the foul fiend inhabits the place, 
and burns his brimstone there o' nights. Look how the 
windows glow and glare. Are you not afraid to face 
him ? Hello, here's our traveler again ! I hope he is 
not going to hold a candle to Beelzebub. A capital 
walker he is too, for so old a chap — see how he gets 
over the ground," 

As they were dismounting, Dr. Winchester drove 
by them : scanning closely the turnout and its pas- 
sengers. 

" That's the second time that gent has passed this 
team this afternoon," remarked the detective to himself, 
peering at the doctor from behind a bush. " I wonder 
what he's at ; 'pears to take a good deal of stock in the 
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thing. Tisn't no tramp cutting a swell between jobs, 
is it ? I've heard of such things being done, though 
I can't say as I ever see it. There he is, looking over 
his shoulder agin ; well, he's clear off at last." 

He was on the ground talking with his partner 
when Bessie and Andrew came up, and he hastened 
down to meet them. 

"I see your driver a-crossing himself when you 
told him to stop hereabouts, so I don't believe he is 
likely to follow us. It might make it bad if he did, 
and it might not. The fewer there be who know 
what I am^ about the better I like it. I'm for not 
lettin' my left hand into the secrets of my right. 
That's good doctrine ; about as correct as anything 
between the lids of the Book, to my notion. Jim says 
they brought the girl here, and they went away with- 
out her. He's watched all over the hill, but he can't 
find any track of her. There's a room up-stairs that's 
boarded round ; he heard them 'nailing 'em this morn- 
ing. He thinks she's in there ; but if she is, she is as 
still as a mouse ; and that ain't likely. If she heard 
folks about, and thought there was any chance of 
being let out, she'd be sure to holler ; and I expect 
she'd cry if she believed she was all alone. So Jim ia 
puzzled, he is. But he has found out the names of 
the likely pair. Maybe that'll give you a clue. Th« 
woman is called Marsha^ and the man Pate." 
Id 
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Andrew stopped to think. " Marsha ! The name 
certainly has an association in my mind with some- 
thing very disagreeable, which includes Nanny. When 
can I have seen any Marsha, who was unpleasant ? 
Ah ! I have it ! She was on the field when I was 
hurt ; she tried to steal Nan's cup, and to drive her 
away from my side. She is the hete noir of my pop- 
pet's dreams — the ' awful humbly ' woman, who tor- 
ments her in her sleep, and wakes her trembling and 
screaming. I remember her face quite well now ; it 
was ugly and coarse, and I am afraid she is wicked. 
Poor little Nan ! What will become of her in the 
power of such a brutal wretch ?" 

" We'll soon sift the whys and wherefores of that," 
said the detective, resolutely. " I've a notion they're 
a pair I've been hunting a good while ; if I find I'm 
right, it is all day with Marsha and Pate ! Come on 
now, and step softly." 

They climbed the rickety stairs which cracked 
beneath their footsteps, and reached the loft without 
meeting any traces of humanity. Stored away under 
the eaves were the old cradle and spinning-wheel, and 
iron pots and jars of ancient make, dirty and draped 
with cobwebs, the accumulation of years. 

In one corner a space was partitioned off by rough 
boards, without any door, and the crevices stuffed 
with hay and straw. 
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" This is where the old woman hung herself," whis- 
pered the detective. " I don't suppose you could coax 
any of the folks hereabouts to go inside there for a 
thousand dollars. They say she comes back every year 
certain Friday nights, and they've found children's 
bones piled up cris-cross afterwards, and heard sobs and 
wails, and seen ghosts all around. Now, you use your 
voice softly — speak her name, and she'll likely answer 
you — ^the child, I mean," he added, noticing Bessie's 
frightened gaze at him. " Of course we don't believe 
in the spook."' 

Andrew put his lips to a crack, and called 
" Nanny ! Nanny ! I am come for you ; are you here, 
-darling ?" 

No reply. A rat ran through a hole at his feet, 
and scurried away out of sight. 

"Nice company that for a fearsome chick," re- 
marked the detective, feelingly. " Try her again, a 
little louder. Tap the boards with your knuckles." 

Still no response. " Maybe she is asleep," said he, 
a little worried. 

"Or dead," said Andrew, solemnly. "Killed by 
cruelty. She would never keep silence when I called 
her, if she could answer. I will get into this place if 
only to carry off her poor body. I can't leave it to 
those creatures. Have you no axes or chisels ? We 
must break off the boards." 
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The detective whistled like a quail — " more wet, 
more wet," and in a minute Jim showed his shock 
head above the stairs. 

" Fetch our tools, Mate ; we're going to see what's 
inside here, spook or no spook." 

A few well-applied blows dislodged the nails, and 
pried off a plank. The detective thrust his arm into 
the orifice, while Bessie, whose face was white, and 
whose heart beat fast, shrunk away from the horrible 
sights of torture or death his act might reveal. 

Heaps of rags and bottles, and piles of clothing 
and dry-goods. 

" There's more than that hidden away," said the de- 
tective, pushing through the gap, followed by Andrew. 
" There's plate somewhere, or I'm a Dutchman !" 

While Andrew was searching every nook for the 
lost one, his men turned over a heap of straw and a 
ragged coverlet in the corner, and showed a pile of 
silver, broken for melting, and a couple of gold 
watches ; but no trace of Nanny. 

The chimney had a wide flue, down which the day- 
light streamed in a golden patch on the hearth below. 
Tak'ng off his hat, Andrew knelt and peered upward 
into the black ihroat, still stained with soot and 
grime. His eye caught something sticking in a crevice 
between the stones. He put up his hand, and pulled 
down a small slipper. Springing joyfully to his feet, 
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he exclaimed, " Her shoe ! Nanny's shoe ! See its 
dainty buckle ! Now where is she ?" 

" Up the chimney, to my mind. Call her again — 
louder — the wind roars so it drowns your voice." 

A clear voice replied to him, but it sounded 
strange and wild, full of fright and pain. 

" You can't go up there," said the detective, pull- 
ing Andrew away from his attempt to creep through 
the flue. You'll get stuck half-way.. Besides, she is 
on the roof. Come outside." 

Away they hastened, and after running around all 
sides, they espied a something like a bundle of rags, 
close to the chimney. The roof had been shingled in 
some far-away time, and one narrow platform was 
left high up near the ridge-pole. On it stood little 
Nan, bracing herself, and holding fast to the bricks, 
while the wild wind fluttered her garments, and 
seemed trying to hurl her down to the ground. 

She had made her way up through the flue, 
pushed by terror, — arid now she could neither advance 
nor retreat. The roof was steep and slippery, and full 
of gaping holes. 

As soon as Andrew caught a glimpse of her, he 
rihouted again, and she turned her face toward the 
sound, lighted by a lovely smile of hope and joy. The 
yellow sunshine bathed her in its light, and lier soft 
hair lifted like a golden cloud as the wind played 
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with it. She loosed the grasp of one hand, at the 
risk of her life, that she might wave it to her 'best 
friend. 

"Nan, hold on ! I am coming for you," said he, 
cheerily. " Only a few minutes and you arc safe. Do 
as I bid you, and you are my own poppet again. 
Hooray ! Nan. Brave little Nan !" 

"A ladder would be a convenience just now," said 
the detective. " Maybe you might spring from my 
back and catch hold of the eaves." 

" I can do better than that," replied Andrew, who 
had been slipping off his shoes. " I'm going to shin 
up that maple." 

It was easy enough to ascend the tree, but not so 
easy to get a safe hold on the eaves. They were 
decayed, and overgrown with moss, and crumbled to 
punk in his hand ; but he made good his footing after 
several trials, and cautiously drew himself upwards. 
Creeping on all fours like a cat, holding to the rafters, 
which creaked and bent under his weight, and avoid- 
ing the holes where they had fallen in, he reached the 
child, and took her in his arms. It was none too soon, 
for she was wearied and ready to loose her hold, and 
dizzy with the rush of the wild wind, which beat her 
about, and wounded her flesh against the sharp points 
of the chimney. 

" Now, clasp your hands on my neck, Nanny." 
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{ (1^ How sweet his voice sounded in her ears, and how 

]^ glad she was to hang on him With kisses and tears. No 

need to tell her to " cling tight." ^ Poor little Nan ! 
I ;, A shrill call from below, a very vociferous quail, 

^^ began to cry out, " more wet, more wet ;" and was 

J, answered by another close at hand. 

" Hurry ! hurry !" exclaimed the detective, " he 
says the pair are coming up the dell, and will be 
here sooner than we are ready for them. The child 
ought to get into the carriage if we can run her off. 
They may show fight. Stick in your toes, grow spry ! 
and we'll make tracks, with her and the lady." 

Andrew began the descent, while the warning was 
yet in his ears. Nan tried to steady herself, and help 
him, but they slipped and slid, in spite of all their 
efforts, and were in imminent danger of dashing 
-headlong upon the rocks beneath them, through the 
openings where the floors and ceilings were rotted 
away, and shingles and rubbish which they dislodged 
fell into the cellar as they passed ; but they reached 
the eaves at last. 

"I'm going to jump into that tree. Nannie, you 
crouch here till I am ready, and when I reach out my 
arms you spring into them," said he, pointing to the 
fork where he meant to land, as he paused an instant 
to take breath. " It is a good leap, but you can do it 
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if you think so. You need not be afraid. I'll surely 
catch you." 

" I am not afraid, Andrew," interposed she. " If 
you fall I'll go too ; we'll be dead together. Kiss me 
before you go." 

He landed safely, and nfiaking firm his footing, 
looked down to the ground, before he gave the signal 
to the child, attracted by a sudden uproar of scuffling 
and oaths in the path close to the corner of the old 
house. A coarse, bloated woman was struggling in the 
grasp of the detective, who had all he was able to do 
to overcome her desperate resistance, while his mate 
hung tight to her companion, and Bessie hid herself 
behind the lilacs, watching in dumb fright the noisy 
strife. 

" Come, Nan !" She was ready to obey his first 
word ; and in an instant he held her sure, and placed 
her in a leafy shelter, where she could securely rest. 

" I am going to drop among these fighters now, to 
help hold your enemy. You need not tremble. She 
will never touch you again while I live. Now keep as 
still as a little mouse." 

" Are you certain^ that you can make her go away ? 
She said she would make a thief of me. Oh, don't you 
get killed, Andrew 1 They've got knives down there. 
She would like to cut your head off. Don't you go — 
let them fight. You stay up here and take care of me." 
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" What, and be a coward ! Oh, no, Nan, that 1 can- 
not do You must be brave alone." 

He swung himself down, and sprang into the midst 
of the turmoil ; and throwing his weight against Mar- 
sha at an opportune moment, they soon overcame 
her and made her fast. 

Tbte detective pulled the handcuffs from the 
bundle he had been carrying on his cane, and as soon 
as they were locked, they placed her sitting on a bank, 
and went to the assistance of Jim, who was busy with 
Pate. 

" Fetch the other darbies for this customer !" 
screamed he. " I tell you he's a rough one : if he 
hadn't been too drunk to aim straight he'd a cut my 
throat. There's a pair on 'em." 

" Fast bind fast find," remarked the detective, pro- 
ceeding with business method to his work. "You 
two'll steal no more children for one while. This'll be 
a fiver, where the dogs won't bark at you." 

"Take her ! it's her job. I didn't do it. I am an 
innocent man ! I'm a victim of circumstance ! I'm 
a deacon's son ! I'm a Sunday-school scholar ! Don't 
take me I She's the one." 

" Aren't you ashamed to blab on your woman, you 
sneakin' critter. Where's your ga-lantry — your re- 
spect for the weaker sex — hay ?" 

" He's a mean^ cruel dodder-head of a mooncalf. 
12* 
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I'll pay him off for all his nasty tricks before I got 
through with him. I'm stronger than him, and I let 
him beat me. I was a fool," roared Marsha, looking 
all the malignity she was not able to act. 

" Ain't your wife a little hard on you ?" inquii'ed 
Jim, with show of sympathy. 

" She's a devil, she is. I like her well enough when 
I'm drunk, but I hate her when I'm sober." 

" You ought to feel rather soft to her now, accord- 
ing to that, for you are as boosy as a booby." 

A howl like a wild beast caused them all to turn in 
sudden stillness toward Marsha ; she had espied Nan 
in the tree, and she swayed her body about, shaking 
her fists and gnashing her teeth in impotent rage. 

" Oh ! why didn't I spoil her beauty before I let 
my claws off of her. You are up there now, you 
fightin' young un — ^but I'll have you down afore I die, 
into the gutter. I'll make a thief on ye yet. It's a 
long lane that never turns, and when you get to the 
corner I'll be there, all ready to pounce right onto you. 
While I'm alive you may shake in your shoes. I'll be 
even with you yet ! Here, you grinnin' puppy, come 
here till I bite you ; I'd like to gnaw your bones." 

" She means you, gov'ner," said the detective. " A 
nice specimen of a household angel, ain't she ?" 

" You hold your jaw," said Jim, disgustedly, " don't 
be braggin' till you are free to be doin'." 
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•* Get to your carriage as soon as you can ; they 
may have pals ; the sooner you are off the better. 
We'll take care of this pleasant pair and their swag. 
Good luck to you, and I hope it will be a long time 
before you have such another job for me." 

" Hello, Nan !" exclaimed Andrew, as the child de- 
scended to him, " what is this around your neck ? 
The silver cup ! how did you manage to keep it when 
they took everything else away ?" 

^' I did not. They stole it in the wood while you 
were out on the lake, and my mouth was stuffed full 
of rag, so that I could not call you. I watched where 
they hid it, and as sooii as they left me alone I got it, 
and strung it on a string, and then I climbed up chim- 
ney — that was awful. It was so rough and black, and 
I was afraid they would come and catch my heels." 

They were seated in the carriage by this time, and 
Nancy looked eagerly around her, seeing only Bessie. 

** Where's Bianca ? • I want to tell her that I love 
her. I thought of her in the dark night. I'll be her 
best child always. Oh Andrew, will you keep me for- 
ever, and ever and ever ?"% 

" While we both do live, precious poppet." 

She nestled close to him, and, laying her head on 
his shoulder, she closed her eyes, and was soon in a 
soft, happy 8leq;>. 
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Dr. Winchester drove slowly back to the hotel, re- 
volving what he had seen in his thoughts. 

" Bessie child-stealing ! What does this mean ? It 
certainly was not a love tryst ; much more like a mis- 
sion, in which they acted as good comrades. What 
shall I believe ? The scene at the table was certainly 
against her ; the token received with a kiss. What 
business has my wife to kiss any man's gift ? How 
Bessie must have changed I What course am I to take 
in the premises ?" 

The doctor had plenty of subjects for reflection 
during his drive, and he had arrived at no conclusion 
when he reached his room. He kept his own counsel 
as to what he had seen ; and waited for further devel- 
opments. 

Great was the joy of Bianca over her recovered 
treasure. ** David arose from the earth, and washed, 
and anointed himself, and changed his apparel, after he 
lost Bathsheba's child. I have-found my Nanny alive,- 
therefore I will adorn myself as for a festival, and 
rejoice over her," said she, getting off her sick bed 
with the strong determination to be well. 

The filthy rags which had been put on Nanny in 
place of her sweet, clean linens, were bundled up and 
burned. And while Miss Ashcroft bathed her pet's 
swollen feet, and coddled her, and crooned ^ver her, 
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she carefully inspected her body and limbs, counting 
the bruises she found, with a raoan over each. 

"Did she beat you, Nan ?" asked she, with tigerish 
love ready fiercely to avenge even fancied injuries. 

" No, not much { she wanted to, but he would not 
let her. He said I was too pretty to be pounded, and 
I should be his little wife, and he'd buy me nice 
things, and candy, and wine to drink, and we!d live in 
the woods, and oh, Bianca ! don't tell Andrew, but the 
dreadful man kissed me right there ! I've scrubbed 
and scrubbed, but I can feel it yet ; my cheek will 
never be clean again. They were going to take me 
away to-night, but they didn't, did they ? Oh Bianca, 
how I love you I" 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

** A CHILD don't feel LIKE A CHILD TILL YOU 



COUPLE of days passed quietly. Miss 
Ashcroft kept Nancy in-doors, giving her 
perfect rest, which, indeed, she needed, for 
her strength had been sorely tried, and her 
nervous system much strained ; she could not sleep if 
left alone, and Andrew or his sister watched her con- 
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stantly. Bianca wept a great many secret tears, as 
she sat holding her poppet's hand in hers, and saw her 
sudden startings, and heard her cry out in anguish. 
And the waking from her terrifying dreams, to 
piteous joy on finding . herself safe at home, and her 
thankfulness and gratitude, wrung the woman's heart, 
because her imagination filled in pictures of the suffer- 
ings untold, the tender thing had been delivered from. 

A good constitution and childish elasticity soon 
prevailed, and Nanny got up refreshed, and restored 
to health and gaiety. 

She had her silver cup on a little shelf above her 
stand like a shrine when she said her prayers : and she 
always kept her eyes fixed upon it during her orisons ; 
she could read the name engraved so plainly on its 
side. " Andrew " was written as clearly on her heart : 
her first petitions were for him : all her waking 
thoughts centered on him, and all her sweetest 
dreams. 

The afternoon being particularly fine, Miss Ash- 
cruf t felt inclined for a stroll : she walked leisurely on 
as far as Whippoorwill rock, — a huge mossy boulder, 
which lifted its head like a tower, about a quarter of a 
mile from the hotel, and in sight of the lake. 

It had a cleft in the middle, out of which had 
sprung, years ago, a maple tree ; then a larch, which 
grew and grew till they couldn't grow higher, like the 
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sweet Nancy Bell ; and the birds came and made their 
nests arid reared their young in the branches. 

There was a rude bench at its foot, carved with 
numberless fools' names, who had thus proclaimed 
their folly and seized their only chance of fame ; and 
steps had been cut in the stone to its summit, fifteen 
feet or so up in the air. 

Bianca paused hesitatingly ; the leaves were danc- 
ing above her head, and it looked pleasant up there on 
high. She wished she felt stronger, or younger, or 
more able. 

" I won't be beaten by an old rock," said she, set- 
ting her face resolutely to the ascent. " I've seen Nan 
take it a dozen times in succession — hop, skip and 
jump. I wish I had a little of her surplus energy — 
cunning little Nan ! 

She reached the top, panting, and after a look at 
the lovely view lying at her feet, she spread out her 
shawl and sat down, leaning against the tree-trunk for 
a good think. 

Nanny's adventure troubled her, and she was won- 
dering if there were any legal steps she could take to 
secure her future. The child seemed to have no 
natural ties. The grandmother was a myth, so far as 
any answers to their advertisements went towards 
making her show herself. To be sure^ the wording 
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of their newspaper inquiries had been necessarily 
vagae : " Betsey, and a girl named Nan, wrecked on 
the Top Town Central." They were able to give no 
more particulars, as they found none ; and it became 
nearly certain that she would never be claimed. 

Her enemies were in durance at present, but she 
feared them still ; they might escape. Marsha's 
hatred was so malignant^ that it seemed formidable, 
even while powerless. 

Bianca was thinking that she would persuade An- 
drew to go to Europe, putting an ocean between 
Nancy and her hete noir, and giving her a chance 
of foreign education. 

But in the way of her project stood a disquieting 
obstacle, which had of late persistently pushed itself 
into her path, wherever she turned. 

Since his accident, her light-hearted brother had 
never been tine same to her. She often saw on his 
table a lovely picture. It stood upon a small easel 
Andrew carved from a branch of the old cherry tree, 
whose leaves had tapped against his window in their 
merry play, ever since he was a little lad in frocks. 
When first he finished his work, he showed it to her 
triumphantly. 

" That is for my sweetheart," said he. " But I shall 
keep my sister's face before me here till I find her.** 
In all his whims and fancies, he had never removed 
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her picture till now ; it was laid aside, and Rose Flan- 
nagan reigned in her stead. 

She had not yet spoken to him about the substitu- 
tion ; but she pondered it, and its meaning, and bearing 
on their two lives. 

Rose, by herself, she had no objection to, if An- 
drew must take a wife. She was as lovely and full of 
talent as another. But the common, coarse father, 
with his stove-blackened face, his brogue, his rags and 
sodden brain ; the hard-working mother, absorbed in 
her petty life of poverty and narrow needs ! 

"And they are Roman Catholics !" said she, aloud. 
"How can the Ashcroft blood mingle kindly with 
that hatred race and abhorred religion ? Our fathers 
were Puritans, who fled from Papal persecutions ; my 
mother was a Quaker. Family pride, and family 
pedigree, forbid such a union for the last son of her 
race." 

"Every time she studied the pure, sweet face on 
the easel, she felt certain that Rose Flannagan would 
be her brother's wife, if they were true lovers. She 
knew right well that she could never resist his plead- 
ing. She had given all her life to his happiness, and 
she could never begin to make him wretched ; so she 
waited in troubled silence till her trial came. 

Bessie Winchester was on Bianca's mind. Since 
Nanny's escape she had hardly seen her neighbor, who 
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kept her room, pleading headnche to all her attempts 
to bring her out, and her pale face and sunken eyes 
verified her complaint. 

She had found out, in common with everybody 
else at the hotel, that the Mrs. Winchester at the cot- 
tage was Bessie's mother-in-law, and she had over- 
heard the Clafton girls descanting in the parlor upon 
the family and their private affairs, their quarrels and 
estrangement. 

Bianca paid little heed to hotel scandals, and she 
was not likely to believe anything to the prejudice of 
her friend ; but she had seen the husband, and liked 
his looks, and she began to wonder why he and his 
nice wife were at variance, and of course the most 
natural state of her mind was wishing to make them 
friends. 

" If she would only confide in me," she thought. " I 
hate to take the initiative in such a delicate matter ; 
but I shall, if I am obliged to. The fat little widow 
is at the bottom of the fuss, I do believe. I certainly 
shall embrace the very first opportunity of speaking 
to Bessie. After her willing kindness about Nan, I 
must try to do her good, and I really love her and 
her boy." 

She heard steps coming in her direction, but she 
had no fear of intruders in her air castle, and the soft 
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breeze and pleasant shade were so alluring that she 
did not allow herself to be disturbed. 

Big Kate had come out of her kitchen, to cool her 
hot face, after her baking, in the lake breeze, and had en- 
ticed Nora to keep her company. She had a wheedling 
way with the other servants which made them like her 
in spite of her tantrums of temper, and she could gener- 
ally do as she chose with them ; besides, she had good 
store of tarts and sweets, to bestow on her favorites, 
and tit-bits of all sorts, which she lavished on them. 
What wonder that there were few who wished or 
dared to cross her will, or reject her goodies ? Peo- 
ple in all walks of life make friends of the mammon of 
unrighteousness. 

Big Kate was a tall, powerful woman, with brains 
enough to govern a kingdom, and cunning enough to 
play Pope Joan ; a restless mind, not at ease among 
her duties, eager to stir up bitterness in her fellow 
servants, feeling herself the natural enemy of her em- 
ployers, and always pleased to do any of them an ill 
turn. Wherever she went the mistress had trouble. 
Her help left her without warning, or became insolent 
and careless ; and whenever Big Kate was found hold- 
ing levees and haranguing in hoarse, grumbling whis- 
pers, the neighboring families were sure to be stirred 
up by mutinous and supercilious impertinence in the 
kitchen. 
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** I left the child asleep, Kate dear," said INora* 
" Sure I mustn't stop away ; he might waken and 
cry." 

" Pish ! Nora mavourneen. You've the right to ten 
minutes to fan yoursel'. Bedad I isn't it hot, that it 
is, in yon oven. I'm baked to a cinder along of me 
pies. Keep still where ye are. If the little chap 
makes up a fuss let his mother do the minding. Ye've 
put in yer ten hours already, and yer evenin' is yer 
own, anyhow." 

" My heart's broke wid the place intirely. If she 
could get another girl I'd lave." 

"And why should ye not ? We must suit oursels. 
The auld villains would turn us up quick if they hap- 
pen take a notion. I niver stop a bit longer in a place 
thin I like, nor do a ha'porth more work while I'm in 
it, and Nora dear, wait till I tell ye ! When ye take 
a new service, ye be sure to find out what made t'other 
gell lave it, thin ye go straight and do that same thing 
yersel, and stick to it. 'Tis good tachin' for the 
heretics, it learns 'em to be humble. 

" I took Biddy O'Hara's kitchen, at Mrs. Dawkins', 
and I heard that she was sent off, 'cause she wouldn't 
go to the garden for vegetables ; so I says to the mis- 
tress, says I : * I can cook, and wash and iron ; I'm 
certain to plase you, but I don't think I'll come to ye. 
I've heard that yer cook has to fetch the things from 
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the garden. I've always had them put into my sink 
by the gardener, and I can't do it mesel, wid all the 
rest of the work.' 

"She'd got a good character wid me, and she was 
mighty tired of mollyin' round, and burnin' her fingers, 
80 she says, quick as a wink, says she : 

" * Oh, if that is all your objection to the place, 
Kate,' says she, * Robert shall gather the things for 
you.' And didn't I most bust myself laughin' at her, 
every time a cabbag'3 or turnip was put to me hand, 
and me takin' niver a stip for one at all, at all ? Ah, 
begorra, 'tis good for me bones to git the best of the 
heretics." 

" Ye was enough for 'em, I'll be bound," answered 
Nora, laughing ; " and 'tis true for ye, me mistress is a 
poor crayter, but she never done me no harm ; she 
give me the makins of a gown last week." 

" And so she should, sure, with the wages ye get, 
and ye doin' all the washin'. I'd make the young mas- 
ter get to his bed betimes, I would. Why should you 
sit beside him sleepin', and be rubbin' yer two eyes to 
kape them open, when his own mother won't do it ?' Tis 
her place, not yours. I minded a babby onct mesel, 
and I tached him to whist if I but crooked a finger at 
him. It saves a gell a deal of trouble. Yer a silly fool 
to pull the heart out of yer body wid tuggin* him 
round all the day. Set him down somewhere, afid if 
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he makes up to whimper, slap him till he is quiet ; 
he'll soon learn." 

" Oh Kate ! I couldn't lay me hand on Baby. I 
might give him a shake onct in a way, but I could 
never go far as to bruise the little soft flesh of him." 

" Since yer that tender-hearted, Nora, whisper till I 
tell ye. Kape a bottle of drops in yer pocket for givin* 
him sleep, it don't hurt him none, and it makes it aisy 
for you. All the nusses does it." 

" I'd be in dread he might niver waken no more, 
and his wraith would foller me. No, no, Kate, I'd 
sooner lave the service intirely." 

"Faix, 'tis as well for ye, and a devil of a time 
she'll have to find another gell, bad luck to her." 

" What makes you hate her so, Kate ?'* 

" I don't hate her more than I do the rest on 'em, 
they're all the same to me. Haven't they got the riches 
and I the poverty ?" 

"So they have, Kate ; and didn't the Ashcroftbady 
turn up her sassy nose when I told her how well off 
the Campbells was to home, and ax me why didn't I 
stay there then — and when I said I wished I had, didn't 
she pick me up sharp, and tell me I'd better go now, 
there'd be enough left not to be missin' me." 

"The brazen thing! You go sudden, Nora. Get 
your money first and lave. Are ye sure of the placd at 
the cottage ?" 
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" Pretty sure. I'll make certain before I put my- 
self out of a, job, though. I've been down a couple of 
times this week. Them two like to hear all I have 
to tell about me mistress." 

"Indeed, but I'd fill their ears full then, if I was 
you. I wish 'twas me had yer chance ; I'd give 'em 
news that'd kape 'em awake nights. Ye'd better get 
settled to the new service as soon as ye can ; for there'll 
be fiddlin' and dancin' down stairs, and ye'll want to 
be there, seein' the fun, and me and Terrence is talk 
ing up a ball down to Ahern's. We'll all chip in for the 
whiskey and lemons, and I'll bake a lot of cakes on the 
sly, and the rest they'll bring what they can come at. 
Terrence O'Brien was talkin' of ye agin, Nora. He Nuys 
ye've the raal Irish eye ; and he'll take you to the hM 
wid him." 

" Oh, go along, Kate, give us a rest. Don't be /ogl- 
ing," replied Nora, giving her companion a ^uob, 
while the woods resounded with their laughter. 

" I don't suppose the daft body up yon wilJ take 
any part in the frolics." 

" Maybe the Ashcrofts will coax her ; they're 
pretty great together nowadays — she and that soft- 
faced brother of hers." 

" And wherefore not, wid her horses and keridge and 
the piles of money that she's got ? Bedad, she's a sharp 
one, is the Ashcroftbady." 
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" I shouldn't wonder but the fine-lookin' gentleman 
that's just come lately, that I hear 'em say in' is me 
mistress' husband, would get shet of her before long ; 
they say he hates the sigiit of her, and the old womaa 
sets him on." 

" She's a poor faded thing, anyhow ; and the fat 
widdie was after hira afore he married this one." 

"Faix if she did she'd a got him ; she's a buxom 
beauty wid her two cheeks like rid pincushions." 

" I wonder but the mistress don't spake up for her- 
sel. She's a pretty face enough upon her. I'd niver in 
the world be put down by that brazen thing ; sure the 
Yankees are the quare cratures, they don't know how 
to manage themselves like the Irish leddies to home." 

" The Ashcroft bady'd be a match for the whole 
caboodle if she would set to work." 

"Learn the opinions of servants and enemies, if 
thou wouldst know thyself truly ;" said Bianca, 
grimly, as the talkers moved away. "I'll keep a 
watch for you, my gentle Nora. Baby shall not be 
drugged nor beaten if the Ashcroft bady is sharp 
enough to prevent it." 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

*^ BUT SORROW RETURNED WITH THE BREAK OF 
THE DAY." 

^IND what news from Mrs. Mammy ?" asked 
Bianca one morning, as she found Bessie 
poring over a letter. " Shall we see her 
soon ?" 

" I fear not," replied Bessie, with a disappointed 
sigh. " Poor Bob does not get well ; his knee has 
gathered, and the doctor keeps it in compresses to 
prevent its breaking. The poor fellow suffers tor- 
tures, and I know my mother must be quite worn out. 
I wish I was there, but she begs me not to come for a 
while longer. I don't believe she would want me to 
stay if she knew." 

" Of the arrivals at the cottage, you mean. Now 
my dear Bessie, after the help and comfort you have 
been to us, and the strength of will you have shown 
in our cause, I must beg you to be strong for your- 
self. I will not have you cry your eyes out. Let me 
speak plainly. You know I am nothing if not candid. 
Andrew has found out that the gentleman who arrived 
lately is not named Norval, but Winchester ; I can't 
help knowing that he is your husband. I have seen 
18 
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you look at him ; that was enough. Anybody can see 
that you are not on good terms. 

" Nora and the cook came down to Whippoorwill 
rock, for a confab, and they discussed us at large. 
Let me tell you a little of what they said. 

" * The old woman hates her ' (this is big Kate), * and 
she sets on her son to ruxions ; and the fat widder, 
she coorted him afore he got married, and she'd like 
him to get rid of his wife so as to have another 
chance.' 

"Now mark the rent that envious Casca 
made. * I wonder she don't speak up for herself. 
She has a pretty face — why don't she make use of 
it ?' and so on. You see they give their minds freely, 
and it was of you, Bessie Winchester, that they spoke. 
I repeat it because there's a grain of sense in their im- 
pudence. You are not doing yourself justice. You 
are too handsome to be flouted by those two. The 
women at the cottage are your enemies." 

" Yes, they are," exclaimed Bessie, bitterly ; 
" they have made all my trouble. I should have been 
a happy wife to-day, in my own pleasant home, if it 
had not been for them." 

" Don't you want to tell me about it ? Sweet are 
the uses of a friend. I won't pry into your secrets, 
but you know I am fond of you, and shall feel more 
than pleased to be of service." 
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Gladly poor friendless Bessie opened her heart to 
Ihe strong woman, whose practical straight-forward- 
ness and sound sense had helped so many helpless 
people. 

" You needn't be afraid, my dear," said she, tak- 
ing Bessie on her lap. " I've been the confidant of 
three breach of promise cases, two elopements, six 
second marriages, and no end of sweethearts, and 
I never did one of them any harm, and that is saying 
a good deal for a general adviser. 

" One thing is patent," she remarked with positive- 
ness, when she had attentively listened to the whole. 
"That widow is the mischief ; and the mother-in-law 
is a fool ; she can't expect to be first in her son's heart 
all her life, she must take a back seat." (A sudden and 
secret twinge shot through Miss Ashcroft as she made 
the statement — was not her Andrew in love with Rose 
Flannagan ?) " It is so, and there's no use dodging 
the fact ; no matter how much of your life you devote 
to a boy, he'll shuffle you off just as he gets to be a 
man, and take another woman into the best place in his 
heart, and you can't even have the satisfaction of com- 
plaining." 

" I should think any mother would be glad to know 
her son was happy with his wife." 

" In a general way, yes — ^but jpou^wait till you see 
Baby rush up to some pretty girl, and hug and kiss 
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her before he's thought of you. You held him on 
your knee. Now he gets great and strong, and he don't 
hold you there. Oh, no ! he pets his wife, and you 
sit in a corner with empty arms, and you are a re- 
markably wise and prudent woman, if you don't feel a 
little bitterness and show it. 

*' * Oh, my child ! ' cries Moria's mother, 
*Will you, can you, take another 
Name ere mine upon your lips ? 
Can you, only for the asking, 
Give to other hands the clasping 
Of your rosy finger tips ? * 

" Moria's mother is a very common type of mater- 
nity, and for my own part I believe there is not a 
more bitter pang than the jealousy which wells out of 
such a heart which is put aside for a newer love. I 
almost know how it feels, and I shall experience it 
fully before many more months." 

"I never thought of it in that light," said Bessie, 
regretfully. " It would kill me to have Baby fonder 
of any body than he is of me. I wish I had behaved 
more gently when I was happy. I dare say I was 
dreadfully pert sometimeo ; but Mrs. Winchester did 
provoke me so !" 

" No doubt she did, ray dear ; it aggravates me to 
have her in the same room. She and her familiar -, 
sailed into the parlor last night when Andrew was 
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playing, and I just wanted to tuck my brother under 
my arm and run him off. To see them whisper, and 
make faces about him, and gaze as if he was a natural 
curiosity ! And then the widow said, loud enough for 
me to hear : * Well, I must say I don't see anything 
in him to go wild over ; he certainly is very un-supe- 
rior.' If I wanted to be crushing I would crush in 
good English. I don't wonder you abominate Mrs. 
Gumrill. Some married women select their female 
guests with care to have them uglier than themselves, 
so that they may shine by contrast." 

"That can't hold in this case," replied Bessie. 
" Berintha is Mrs. Winchester's ideal : she says her 
arms are handsome enough for a statute." 

"You are getting on, my dear," said Bianca, 
squeezing her friend, and laughing heartily. " There's 
life in the old land yet ; now, let's consider our situa- 
tion carefully. 

" If you want to get back your lover, you must 
look lovely, and seem independent of him. You have 
handsome dresses — wear them elegantly, hold your 
head up ! don't go bowed like a bulrush. That wrap- 
per is very well as a wrapper, but when it comes into 
society as a dinner-costume it is out ofv place. Your 
hair is beautiful, but the severe style is not becoming 
to you ; make puffs and coils, and Sappho knots, and 
Corinne curls. Dr. Winchester has proved hiniself a 
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brave and good man ; but be bas weak spots — all men 
have — and I am mistaken in my judgment of him, if 
be is not fonder of fashionably-dressed, stylish women, 
than dowdy ones. Come, open your trunks, and let me 
inspect their contents ; it will do you no harm, and 
amuse me, and we will select a silk for to-day, and a 
general effectiveness which shall be entirely fascinating 
to my lord." 

Bessie wanted counsel, but she was not exactly 
prepared for it in such pronounced clearness. Sbe 
blushed under the very plain statements which Miss 
Ashcroft made in a business voice, entirely ignoring 
any possibility of giving offense, or disturbing her 
self-love, and she felt angry ; but paying no heed to 
her crimsoning cheeks or flashing eyes, her adviser 
pushed straight on : 

"Let us get to work, my dear, without delay. 
Fetch your keys, or tell me where they are, and I'll go 
myself. I know you haven't brought all those Sara- 
togas for nothing. I don't care in the least for wear- 
ing finery myself, but I do enjoy looking at it. Now, 
you wouldn't think it to look at me, but I have a 
perfect passion for laces, and I am not a bad judge of 
them ; and emeralds, there certainly is no jewel so 
beautiful as a good emerald. I've got a set. I sup- 
jiose I shall give them to Andrew's wife " (grimly) j 
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**of course I shall" (brightening up and smiling), 
'* and I shall admire them from that point of view. 

" My boy is going rowing on the lake to-day. You 
and I will accompany him, and we'll take Nan and 
Baby ; and we'll drive down to the beach, and embark 
as Cleopatra did on her barge, with music and high 
jinks. 

" Now that I think of it, I saw your gentleman of a 
doctor bargaining for a boat in the ojfice, as I stopped 
for my letters. I have an idea that he proposes to 
take out his mother and her friend. I am almost sure 
he said eleven o'clock. Peradventure we may meet 
them." 

With the mention of Eustace and his boat, Bessie 
started up, and looked at her watch. 

" It is half -past nine, now," said she, ringing the 
bell. 

" Tell Terrence to bring around my horses in half 
an hour. Oh dear ! Nora has gone out of sight again. 
I want to dress Baby in his Paris clothes ; I told her 
not to take him off the gallery ! She is getting so 
troublesome I I do wonder where she goes with him I" 

"I'll soon find out," remarked Bianca, stepping 
briskly away. "You've a nice mountain-dress, I 
suppose ?" she added, pausing on the threshold. 

■ " Yes, a beauty ; my Mrs. Mammy bought it at 
Arnold's — ^I've never put it on — and a gray Tyroleaa 
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hat with black cock's feathers — the most perfect 
thing. I'll puff my hair, and I'll wear ray filagree 
collar and belt. There is not such a set in this coun- 
try ; the wallet and chatelaine chain are exquisite, and 
the gauntlets and boots were made at Armand's." 

" A little leaven leaveneth the whole lump," thought 
Miss Ashcroft, striding down the gallery. "Sharp 
may be the conflict, but we will win the day." 

She heard loud laughing as she reached the back 
yard, and she opened the gate and looked in. There 
sat Baby on the ground, playing with a tallow candle, 
which he scrubbed in the sand, and then put into his 
mouth : his face and hands were encrusted with the 
compound, and his clothes a mass of dirt. 

Nora was standing at a table with a spruce young 
fellow in his shirt sleeves, helping him to fill the lamps, 
and both were showing their teeth, in wide-mouthed 
mirth. 

" There, Dinnis ! that makes forty-three that I've 
done for ye ; I must be biddin' ye good-bye now, or 
I'll be missed, and there'll be rows and ruxions up- 
stairs." 

" Ye see, she is a spry gell, is Nora," spoke up big 
Kate, giving her a push toward the man. " Kiss her 
afore she goes, and thank her for her tb rouble." 

" E[ape yer distance, Dinnis ! ye'll be sorry if ye 
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touch me !" screamed Nora. " For shame, Kate, to 
make a poor girl blush so. Sure I'm no kissing-post." 

In the midst of the scuffle which followed, and the 
roars of laughter from the other servants, who all 
stopped their work to watch the combatants and ap- 
plaud, Bianca stepped forward among them. 

" You came near crushing the life out of the child 
you are supposed to be taking care of," said she, 
sternly. "You had better pick him up, and go to 
your mistress ; you are wanted." 

" And who are you working for, Nora dear ?" said 
big Kate, squaring herself, and setting her arms 
akimbo. 

Shame-faced and blushing, the girl lifted the baby 
to her arms, and hurriedly wiped his face and hands on 
her apron. 

Perfect silence fell on the yard, till Miss Ashcroft 
had conveyed Nora through the gate, which she did 
like a sheriff guarding a criminal. When it was shut, 
and they were out of sight, big Kate made a jeering 
remark on the Ashcroft bady, and accompanied it 
with one of her horse-laughs, but she had the fun all 
to herself — no one joined her. 

" Nora '11 get turned up for this mornin's work Fm 
thinking," said Dennis. " Sure I'm sorry if I got her 
into the scrape. I meant no harm." 

" What if she does, itsself ?" retorted big Kate, 
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" hasn't she another service ready for her wid the fat 
widdie ?" 

" She didn't ought to treat that baby as she does, 
Kate : you know she lets him eat anything he likes." 

" An' what if she does, and it kills him? There's one 
heretic brat the less in the world, and a better chance 
for the children of the true church. Ye mind yer 
own business, Mary Mabree, or ye'll feel the flat of me 
hand." 

Nothing but storming and scolding, and slamming 
of kitchen utensils in big Kate's dominions for the rest 
of the day. The servants gave her a wide berth, or 
humbly tried to appease her. They all dreaded her 
outbreaks, which made a little inferno for them while 
they lasted ; and were ready to hail any signs of 
returning good humor with acclamation. 

" Is Baby in the habit of tasting his playthings, 
Nora ?" asked Bianca, as she marshaled the nurse and 
child up-stairs. "There is poison in candles, and you 
will find him dead in his crib some day, if you don't 
take care." 

"Indade, I never gave him any thing before, 
ma'am. Kate said it wouldn't do no harm to just let 
him hold it in his fist, to keep him still a minute ; he 
took a notion to it, and cried to have it," answered 
Nora, looking frightened. 
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" Oh I I dare say, he is all right yet, though he 
certainly is very dirty." 

" I do his washing, ma'am, so it don't hurt nobody 
but me," replied Nora, plucking up a little impudence. 
" Ye needn't fear. I shan't never kill none of yer 
children." 

" Probably not, Nora," replied Bianca with unruf- 
fled calmness. " The Ashcroftbady is too wise to trust 
such a girl as you have proved yourself with a puppy- 
dog, and you had better be careful. I want you to 
understand, that I am constantly watching you, and I 
shall interfere if you make it necessary." 

Nora flounced off muttering, and had Baby un- 
dressed before his mother saw him, as she was busy in 
her store closet with her trunks, and she hid away 
the soiled clothes, intending to stuff them into her 
wash on the sly. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

^^HEY, BONNIE BOAT ! HO, BONNIE BOAT I" 

IJITH her bonnie boy, arrayed in his em- 
broideries and laces, Bessie stepped into 
her carriage. Little Nanny, holding fast 
her silver cup, followed Bianca, and mer- 
rily they bowled away. 
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Nora had come down to deliver over her charge, 
and she stopped for a few winks with the coachman, 
and an opportunity to show herself to him in her 
spick and span clean apron ; taking as much trouble 
to fascinate him as any young lady cpuld her most 
desirable admirer. 

As soon as they were out of sight, she scudded 
back to the room, cutting tjapers, snapping her fin- 
gers, and lilting loudly a wild Irish tune. 

With a whole morning before her, she felt safe to 
indulge in her favorite amusement, viz : rummaging 
among her mistress' possessions, and appropriating any 
small articles not likely to be missed. 

She found a couple of rings in the jewel case, set 
with ilibies and emeralds, which she had never seen 
Bessie wear ; and she tried them on, flourishing her 
hand hither and thither to get their sparkle and 
effect. 

" I'll just wear 'em this day," thought she. " The 
dumpin creatur, she'll not see. She never minds about 
a servant enough to Ipok at her hands. Me collar is a 
trifle smutty. If I borrow this flimsy lace tucker I'm 
sure an' certain it'll become me better nor it does her. 
Didn't Father Ignatius tell me Fd make a pretty 
sister?" 

She finished her selections of such articles of ap- 
parel as took her fancy, and after indulging in poa 
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turings before the long mirror, she called "prinking," 
she galloped off singing, like the canty feather-head 
she was, ready to finish her frolic with Dennis, or be- 
gin a new one, if she could pick up another idle time- 
server as irresponsible as herself. 

Arrived at the beach, our party discovered An- 
drew bailing out a handsome boat ; and afar on the 
lake they could see a gentleman, pulling leisurely, as 
if his best occupation was to kill time. 

" I could know that man to be her husband or her 
lover," thought Bianca, "by just one look in her 
face ;" as she studied Bessie. " See her cheeks flush 
and change color each instant, and her eyes flash out 
their brightness, and how flurried and tremulous she 
is ! No other man has got half a look from her, since 
I have known her." 

" The boy is too heavy for your strength, dear," 
said she, taking him into her own stout arms. I 
ought to have had children to carry ; look at my 
wasted muscle. I can't let you show any sign of 
fatigue, or worry, or care to-day, when the king over 
there may be moved to extend you his scepter. How 
very handsome your dress and hat are, and how lovely 
you look in them ! 

"Now if kind fate would but favor us with a 
squall, or an upset which might throw her into yonder 
autocrat's arms. I shall feel almost justified in rock* 
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ing tbe boat, to bring about so propitious a catastro- 
phe. Of course the hero can swim, and what better 
way to finish their estrangement, than for him to dive 
for his precious pearl ? If only I had a life-preserver 
for ray own use. I cannot afford to be fished up gasp- 
ing, and * staring through muddy impurity.' And then 
there are the children. I am afraid it won't do." 

Bessie sprang lightly into the boat, and throned 
her boy on her knee, arranging his cap and cloak to 
the best advantage, and admiring him through her 
husband's eyes. 

" I want him to see just how splendid he is," she 
thought. " Any man ought to be proud to be father 
to such a boy, and here he has been ever so long 
and not once come near him. I do believe he would 
if they would let him." 

" How big your eyes look, Nannie," said Andrew, 
resting on his oars after a long pull. What are you 
thinking of ?" 

" It was right in this place that I saw you when 
they were dragging me into the bushes. I shall he 
glad when we are out of sight of that old shore. ^ I 
feel as if they are there now, waiting for me to come 
back. There, what is that noise ?" 

" Only a loon, Nannie. Turn your face to me, see 
how swiftly I can glide the bonnie boat. Get up, 
Andrew I" 
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" Oh, you want to row. All right ; I'll try my last 
waltz," said Andrew, springing up and gladly resign- 
ing his labor to his sister, who always seemed to him 
perfectly equal to any task she chose to undertake. 
" Now, Mr. Gaily, the troubadour, will touch his 
guitar," he added, drawing the dainty instrument from 
its case. " We'll test the effect of music on the water 
to soothe a savage." 

He jerked his head in Eustace's direction to give 
point to his hackneyed quotation. 

" If that gentleman over there inclines, I mean to 
give him a race," remarked Bianca, studying Eustace's 
rowing with a critical eye. " I believe I can beat 
him." 

" He is not making speed," replied Andrew. " I 
think he is waiting for his party, and will pull back 
and take them in as soon as they come down. There 
they are now ! See, they wave their handkerchiefs I" 

" Let's wait and find out what they look like, and 
how they behave." 

" Ah ! he pulls with a long stroke — and strikes 
deep. That's Yale ! I must show him my style pres- 
ently." 

Andrew tuned up his guitar, and played the " Span- 
ish Retreat ;" and sang "Ship Ahoy," and "All's Well," 
and " Row, Brothers, Row," and Bianca joined the 
choruses, and their two nicely-according voices floated 
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over the water in pretty harmony and reached Eus- 
tace's boat, which they could see coming along behina 
them, flapping its oars like wings, and rippling the 
blue water with its sharp prow. 

Mrs. Winchester and her dear Berintha sat in 
royal state, beneath J'apanese parasols, both elaborately 
gotten up for the occasion, and having th«ir faces 
vailed like Isis. 

" How they must enjoy the prospect," remarked 
Bianca, contemptuously. " The widow has three dif- 
ferent colored nets on her entrancing countenance ; 
there's black, and blue, and green, and all drawn so 
tightly, that her nose stands out like a well-swathed 
mummy, besides a bandage about her forehead." 

" That is to keep her crimps in place," put in Bes- 
sie, who was enjoying her friend's comments with an 
unconscious smile of amusement ; " what is beauty 
without her adornments ?" 

The best of women listen complacently to ridicule 
which consumes an enemy. 

"She feels that the blank gray is not meant to 
blast her hair, and so she dyes it. I've seen three dis- 
tinct stages of hue on her locks since she has arrived, 
I don't think the boatman seems overpleased with his 
load ; he looks as grim as Giant Despair, crunching the 
bones of the pilgrims ; this is the Churl Norval that 
oomes abroad to-day." 
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" flow came he to have that name ?" asked Bessie, 
in a low, timid voice, as if her question was very im- 
proper. 

" I have not the shadow of an idea," replied An- 
drew, airily. " When I came out of my fever at Roar- 
ing River, there he was, as bu«y as Mercury. It was 
Nerval here, and Nerval there, especially among the 
women. Everybody swore by Norval. He did not look 
as he does to-day, either ; he was gentle, and sweet, 
and kind. I am sorry he has treated me so meanly 
here. I wish I had never seen him again after I bade 
him good-bye in the old barn. I believe I owe him my 
life, and I hate to have my reverence for his power, 
and my gratitude for his care disturbed and put out of 
joint." 

" Andrew," interrupted Bianca, sharply ; " it seems 
to me you are behaving like one Giddy-pate who 
dwells in Blurt-out alley." 

" Perhaps I am," said her brother, comprehending 
her meaning glance at Bessie, and subsiding immedi- 
ately ; " I was near kin to an idiot." 

" Is kin a mother ?" asked Nan, who had heard the 
word often used in conjunction with the defunct 
Betsey. 

"Yes, or a sister," retorted Andrew, Laughing; 
" now don't you wish you had let me alone, Miss Ash- 
croft?" 
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Bessie sat watching the water circles silently. She 
was thinking, that whatever impelled Eustace to adopt 
that strange name, he had only honored it in the wear- 
ing, and her fond, foolish heart swelled with pride in 
the praises of the man who was making her unhappy ; 
and she longed and longed to have him back. 

• She had felt in coming out that day, that some 
good fortune was'waiting for her ; and as if the even- 
ing would be better for her than the morning. Ever 
80 near, and yet so far, and she was about resolving to 
seek him out, and try to reconcile herself to him. 

" For Baby's sake I could bear a great deal," she 
thought, taking her boy's face into her hand and kiss- 
ing it. " He ought to have a father's care and love ; 
and I am sure I can humble myself to my husband for 
my handsome son. They are watching him like 
lynxes," she added, glancing at the occupants of the 
boat, " but I will make an opportunity somehow ; I 
must. I can't continue this life any longer." 

Meanwhile Eustace's thoughts were also busy. He 
could, see his wife distinctly, and she seemed to him 
lovelier than ever. Bessie, with his boy on her knee, 
was a new revelation. He had often thought how she 
would look thus. Among their wedding gifts they 
had received a painting, "Mother and Child," and 
with great glee they had hung it above their mantel, 
and he had discussed its merits with his arm around 
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his wife, and her cheek close to his. How those pleas- 
ant days were glorified in his memory ! How he 
wished he nad never drifted away from them into 
outside loneliness and sundered life ! 

He was also secretly watching Bessie's bearing 
toward the young fellow, whose voice he could hear, 
80 blithely tuned, and he jealously grudged him his 
place, and felt how dreadfully out of joint his life was, 
when he could not step boldly up and claim his rights. 
" Get Bessie," Pauline Bra3shaw had advised him; but 
he was further from a good understanding with her 
than when he came. So many new complications had 
twisted into his affairs, such a ceaseless din of 
women's tongues had twanged into his ears her faults 
and foibles. He had got no further in hi^ judgment of 
her as yet, though his mother and her friend were con- 
stantly trying to poison all his thoughts. 

" Do look at that curly-headed puppy !" exclaimed 
Mrs. Gurarill. " What a lazy creature he must be to 
let his sister do his rowing ! though she has a brawny 
arm, just suited for the work, it must be admitted. I 
hate to meet that sort of woman — she shocks my 
nerves. I dare say she shakes her brother, when she 
gets angry ; she looks like it. How some people 
whom I should blush to mention, can let it be seen 
that they think so much of him, is a puzzle to mQ 
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You might buy ?. red and white doll in a china shop; 
with better mental developments." 

Eustace frowned, and bent to his oars, sending his 
boat through the water with jumps for each stroke. 

"Berintha always expresses herself so well. Don't 
you think so, ray son ?" asked Mrs. Winchester, com- 
placently. "I tell her she ought to write a book ; she 
has seen so much life, and has such a flow of lan- 
guage." 

"Hillo, they are gaining on us," broke out An- 
drew, tossing his guitar into Nannie's lap. " Give me 
the sticks, Bianca ; it needs manly vim for this emer- 
gency." 

**Let my arm but meet hisen, 
'Tis all I ask and beg of heaven." 

" Willingly," replied Bianca, resigning her place. 
"I am sufficiently tired to enjoy my well-earned 
repose." 

" Robert and Rupert were two pretty men," she 
added, after watching and comparing the respective 
merits of the two oarsmen. " Which of the two do 
you wish speed in this contest, Bessie ? For my part, 
I hope my brother will not be beaten." 

" Oh no, he cannot ; nobody can beat Andrew,'' 
piped up Nan, who was amusing her fingers with 
thrumming the guitar in her arms. " That cross man 
is not half so nice as he. He told Marsha to push me 
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away, and sit dowu by her bed ; and I bit her, and he 
said I must have my teeth pulled out if I did it 
again." 

" But it was naughty of you to bite." 

" No, it was right ! She was hauling me hard. I 
had to make her leave go ; she had great strong hands 
and I had only my little teeth. Oh, make haste 
Andrew ! he is coming." 

" Yes, he is. Bessie, don't look so glad. You are 
not complimentary to our escort." 

" I am glad," replied Bessie. " I should like to 
have Eustace Winchester win in all the battles of life." 

" I ought to beg your pardon for my free speaking 
just now," said Andrew quickly. " Upon my word I 
forgot." 

"Andrew! Andrew I there is a whole mess of 
water-lilies, like those you got for me one day. Now 
he has found them, and won't leave us any. Can't you 
get there first and pull them all up ? I don't want 
them to have our lilies. Oh, I wish I could push and 
help you go." 

" Oh, you greedy little Nan ! you must learn to be 
content with what you can come at of the goods of 
life," said Bianca, laughing apologetically. 

It is a curious fact which I have often observed, 
that people who adopt children are more indulgent to 
them, less willing to find fault, and quicker to resent 
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slights, than parents who are bringing up their own 
offspring ; and it began to look as if Nanny might 
be spoiled by Bianca, especially since she had come so 
near losing her. 

" Poppet shall have her lilies, however," remarked 
the rower between his panting breaths. 

" Just a leetle further, and I can reach," called out 
Nan, who was bending over the boat's edge, all eager- 
ness and excitement.: "there now, she has got the 
prettiest one." 

A tremendous effort sent them ahead right in the 
thick of the pads, but it also knocked them all into pie, 
causing Bessie to grow pale and cling to Baby, and 
throwing Nan head over heels into Bianca's lap. 

" We bumped them, we bumped them," she ex- 
claimed, making the air ring with her elfin laugh. 
" They most fell into the water, and he is as mad as 
fire." 

Bessie looked up to meet Eustace's scowling glance, 
and felt as guilty as if it had been her fault. 

" Well," said Mrs. Gumrill, throwing back her de- 
fiance over her shoulder as Dr. Winchester pulled 
away with hasty strokes. " Well ! I should think there 
might be room enough on this whole lake for two 
boats without trying to upset a person ; if there isn't, 
we'd better go ashore. Our lives are not safe among 
such people. It don't take much brains to row a boat, 
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but it sa ms your friend hasn't even enough for that. 
I'm disgusted, perfectly disgusted !" 

"I am very sorry — very sorrj^, indeed," shouted 
Andrew. "Wait a bit, my chance acquaintance, till I 
apologize." 

" It was too bad," thought Bianca, regarding Nan 
with small favor. " We have offended him, and all 
for a few trifling lilies." 

" The churl rows well. He is putting distance be- 
tween us as fast he can," said Andrew, carelessly. " I 
don't envy him his companion ; she is sputtering yet. 
Hillo, here comes a nasty squall ! I got caught in one 
last week, and it nearly swamped me. I only escaped 
by running into yonder cove. See it, Nan? right 
over there. I'll pull for it now, and we will name it 
Nanny's Haven." 

" No ; I don't want such a heaven as that. I like 
Bianca's better ; all gold and light and music, and 
there shall be no night there, nor any tears, nor any 
sighing, nor any sorrow, nor any dying." 

" That's good theology as far as it goes. But you 
" don't hit all the points ; there seems to be a good deal 

of natural depravity whi ih your teaching has not hit 
yet'* 

" Depravity ! Andrew ! that is a strong word to 
apply to an innocent child : say rather, human in« 



eel- 

0^ 



i stincts." 



Digitized by 



Googk 



312 " HEY, BONNIE BOAT ! HO, BONNIE BOAT I" 

"As you like, good sistei', you bore with my 
instincts patiently, and I see your stock is exhaustless : 
fortunately for Nannie. Whew ! look at the white- 
caps ! Sit as close as you can. I don't want to spill 
out my precious crew. What a tempest in a tea-pot 
it is ; and all at a moment's notice !" 

" Oh ! my poor Baby !" exclaimed Bessie, trying 
to steady herself and shield her child, as he winked 
and blinked under his sudden and chilly baptism. 
" He will surely have a cold." 

" And spoil the lovely Paris cloak," added thrifty 
Bianca. " Let's turn him inside out." 

Nannie crouched in the bottom after her last out- 
cry, keeping her eyes fixed on Andrew, and following 
his least change of countenance with fear or joy as he 
frowned or smiled. 

" Don't be frightened, Poppet," said he, cheerily, 
as he happened to glance at her ; " we are not going 
to feed the fishes this trip. ' I don't believe you and I 
are born to be drowned." 

" That man called Jim said Marsha was born to be 
hanged. I hope I shall see her," piped up Nan, in a 
sweet, shrill voice. 

" But that is a shocking thing for you to say," re- 
plied Bianca, much amazed. " It would make your 
blood run cold to look at her, dangling in the air." 

" Would it ? I killed i black spider yesterday. I 
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tramped on it, and when it was dead I felt glad, be- 
cause I knew it could not bite me ; and if I saw Mar- , 
sha hung by her neck, I should never dream that she 
was running after me and catching me, and carrying 
me off, any more ; and I could sleep good vn my nice 
soft bed. I always pray every night that God will 
make Marsha die, and if He don't I shan't think He 
loves me a bit." 

"Irreverent, but natural," remarked Bianca, look- 
ing curiously at her protege. "Nothing vi'ndictive, 
simply a spirit of self-preservation,* which is inherent 
in us all." 

"Now, then, I am ready to jump ashore," called 
out Andrew, " and when I've secured the boat, I'll take 
you out. 

** Gathering home from every land, 
One by one, one by one, 
Pilgrims are joining our happy band, 
Gathering one by one. 
Each brow is enclosed in a golden crown ; 
Their travel-worn robes are all laid down, 
Gathering home a happy band." 

He had sprung to the rock, and pulled off his hat. 
which he twirled around his head, while he trilled out 
the familiar melody in a high, rich, full tenor, which 
rang clear and loud above the wind-voices, and the 
rush and roar of the surf. 
14 



Digitized by 



Googk 



314 " HEY, BONNIE BOAT I HO, BONNIE BOAT I" 

Bianca looked at her brother in rapt admiration, 
at his crimson cheeks, and his curling locks, and bis 
merry dimples. " It will break Rose Flannagan's heart 
to lose him. How can I ever let her have a right to 
stand between me and the best light of my life ?" Nan- 
ny's great eyes were full of tears. Andrew Ashcioft 
seemed to her the most beautiful being in the world, 
and when he caught her in his arms and kissed her, as 
his sister swung her up to him, she felt too happy and 
full of content for words. She crouched down in a 
little heap, out of the way, watching the others and 
enjoying the proceedings. Little Nanny's after-life 
must be well filled with raptures, to blur or efface this 
satisfying experience. 

There was a slight and very amicable dispute be- 
tween- the two women, as to the disposition of Baby. 
Bessie wanted to keep possession of the precious 
burden ; Bianca insisted that both would inevitably go 
to the bottom, unless he was left behind in her care. 

Andrew waited with the rope in his hand, whilt, 
they discussed the bearings of the momentous sub- 
ject, till he lost patience. 

" I'll go ahead and tie up to this gnarled root," 
said he, " and perhaps you will have solved your puzzle 
by that. Don't be rash — take time !" 

Bianca carried her point, as usual, and the mother 
stood on the shore, panting, and giving directions, and 



Digitized by 



Googk 



! 



"hey, BOITNIE BOAT ! HO, BONNIE BOAT!" 315 

wringing her enapty hands, as Miss Ashcroft tucked 
Baby under her arm, like a bundle, head to the front, 
and heels sticking out behind, and proceeded to crawl 
carefully and methodically from boulder to boulder, 
disdaining assistance, and making her footing firm and 
sure before she restored him to his proper perpendicu- 
lar, red in the face, and not over-pleased with the 
handling of his self-appointed nurse. 

" What a way to carry a baby — like a bag of 
meal !" exclaimed Bessie, seizing her property with the 
strong hand, and smoothing him out and setting him 
up. 

" Don't find fault with a bridge which has brought 
you safe over, my dear. You couldn't have done it 
yourself ; you haven't the strength nor the courage." 

"All safe," said Andrew, fearing the two were 
about to f sjl out in earnest ; " let's return to our shelter 
from the storm. 

" My port is found. Farewell, ye freaks of chance. 
The dance ye led me; now let others dance," 

he added, pointing to the boat which was still fighting 
the elements. " The doctor evidently don't incline to 
approach too near our lair ; but if he tries landing 
down among those rocks, he will have his hands full." 
It was a pretty little nook of a place, to which he 
led the way, formed by jutting rocks, which overhung 
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the lake, and crowned by pines, whose needles strewed 
the ground, and white birches, whose cast-off bark 
lay rolled into silver scrolls amongst the greenery and 
smooth pebbles. 

" How should you like to live here, and be a fisher- 
maid, Nanny ?" asked Andrew. 

" If you and Bianca stayed with me, it would be 
nice ; folks couldn't bother us. If the sun would 
shine warm, and the loons wouldn't holler. Pate 
said I should live in the woods with him. He couldn't 
find us here, could he ?" she went on, peering among 
the dark pines, as if dreading to see him hiding there. 
" Put that wretch out of this pretty head, my 
poppet," said Andrew, patting the golden locks be- 
neath his hand, as he di'ew his favorite toward him. 
" Go to, now, I will build you a lodge in this wilder- 
ness. Gather piles of bark. Nan, for roof, and we 
will soon have a shelter from the storm. It is going 
to rain, but we won't get wet, if we are industri- 
ous." 

He spread the bark from branch to branch, and 
i it close, and anchored it with sticks and pebbles, 
inlaid it with moss and ferns ; and then he took 
guitar and played "Hail to the Chief who in 
imph advances," with provoking dash and spirit, 
shouted the "Roderick Vich Alpine dhu hoi 
)e " till the woods sent back the echo. 
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" If that curly-pate's throat was not lined with cast- 
iron, I should think he would split it," said Mrs. 
Gumrill. 

Bianca meanwhile had been piling a high cairn of 
the largest stones she could lift, and she placed herself 
on it, drawing her poppet to her lap. 

"This is my throne, where I and Nanny sit ; 
This is my throne — ^bid them come bow to it," 

she declaimed, in a deep voice like Mrs. Crummies in 
her great part of the " Blood-drinker ;" and looked so 
stern that Nanny thought she was upraiding the whole 
party. " JT achieve my place before I take it." 

" Oh, Andrew ! What is that squealing ?" asked 
Nan, pricking up her ears. "Is it the bears that live 
in the wood ?" 

^ " I think it is the beauteous widow," replied Bianca, 
listening. " I wonder, now, if Bessie feels any emo- 
tions toward her, like those which this innocent ex- 
pressed for Iter enemy." 

" No, oh ! no," cut in Andrew. 

"Leave her to Heaven ; 
And those thorns, which in her boeom lodge, 
To prick and sting her." 

He goggled his eyes as he mouthed his quotation, 
and bestowed upon his breast a series of knocks, 
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which would have driven home to the bone any thorns 
he might have been punished with. 

" Lood 1 look, ye gods ! Mrs. Gurarill is coming 
to grief ! No wonder she cries aloud I Behold her 
with one foot on sea and one on land ! She is incon- 
stant ever." 

Sure enough ! ill-fated Berintha was in trying 
circumstances. Mrs. Winchester had effected a land- 
ing where the wild winds showed little respect for her 
garments, and was holding on to a sapling with one 
hand, while she reached carefully down to aid her 
friend with the other ; and Eustace was trying to 
steady the boat by its chain as he braced himself 
against a rock, and to assist in the debarkation of the 
precious freight. 

Mrs. Gumrill still kept a foot on the seat, of the 
craft, while she groped and poked out into empty 
space with the other in helpless uncertainty, like Noah's 
dove, finding no good place for its sole's rest. 

" Oh, my ! what shall I do ? This old boat does 
rock so ! I never can get out ashore, never !" 

" Get a board, get a board, little children ; 
And if you can't get a board, get a shingle," 

sang Andrew, sotto voce, as he watched the maneuvers. 
Eustace " marshaled his forces," and, with a mighty 
lift, he succeeded in hauling her ashore or a rock; but 
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the impetus she gave the boat, in leaving it, dragged 
the chain from his grasp, and sent it spinning and tip 
ping beyond his reach. 

Falling heavily forward, as her two helpers were 
forced to leave their hold and save themselves, she 
sprawled and squealed, clutching the roots and moss, 
while her black-stockinged legs twinkled and trem- 
bled in the air. Her three vails had been torn off in 
the melee, and her straightened crimps hung like 
witch-locks over her mud-stained features. 

Eustace turned his back an instant before he 
helped her to rise. It was impossible to tell whether 
he was weeping or laughing, but his frame certainly 
shook with violent emotion. 

Bessie also hid her face from her friends, and 
a sweet little gurgling laugh came out between her 
fingers, so contagious and bewitching that even 
Nanny and Baby joined in her mirth. 

" I cannot help it,^' said she, wiping her eyes. " 1 
really am not malicious, but Eustace upset Mrs. Gum- 
rill once into Tamarisk Pond, and drenched her thor- 
oughly, and he made such a funny story to me of the 
exploit afterwards, and set her in such ridiculous 
light. I do feel ashamed, but this brought it all so 
freshly before me. I hope she is not injured." 

" They were a happy couple, this Bessie and the 
Eustace whose name she speaks so prettily ; and they 
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ought to be again," thougftt Bianca, looking benevo- 
lently at her friend, while "wishes and plans floated in 
her brain for accomplishing her desired object. 

" Holy Moses 1 there goes the doctor's boat ! It is 
CsBsar and his fortunes now, sure enough. Shall I go 
over, and offer to take his party back ?" 

" No," replied his sister, decidedly. " Not those 
two women ! If he will come he is quite welcome. 
Besides, you could not carry so many. You would 
sink us all !" 

" Oh I" exclaimed Bessie, hurriedly speaking her 
first thought. " How I wish he would come ! But he 
will not leave his mother." 

" It would be better for him to cut loose from that 
busy old person, entirely," remarked Miss Ash croft, 
grimly. " No ! let him work out his own salvation." 

Meanwhile the floods came and the winds blew, 
and beat upon that rock, where mamma-in-law and 
her Berintha were sitting, and they began to be sharp 
and vituperative with each other, and the widow as- 
serted flatly that she wished she had stayea at home. 

"Why talk of staying at home?" retorted the 
dame, with high-keyed acerbity. " If we come out of 
this horrid desert alive, we shall be lucky." 

" Don't be alarmed. Mother ; there is nothing more 
dangerous in the woods than the beings we can see. 
The storm won't last long ; that old craft can't drift 
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far with this wind. I'll swim out as soon as it lets 
up ; patience is what we need." 

" Eustace !" inquired the widow, assuming her 
softest voice, " don't this remind you of that time we 
went out in Jessie Wilmerding's boat that Jack built ? 
Why, I declare ! I have hit on an old rhyme. Let's 
see what comes next. This is the rat " 

" I wish I was the cat. I might feel justified in 
acting on my impulses," grumbled he, walking out of 
hearing, and climbing among the boulders. 

"Look, Bessie ! There's the doctor over there; he 
has got a good place to see us, hasn't he ? Shall I call 
out, and invite him down here ? I will. Hillo, Doctor! 
we can make room in our den ; won't you join us ?" 

Either the wind drowned the invitation, or the in- 
vited did not choose to hear, for he paid no heed to it, 
but proceeded to whittle a cane from a limb he had 
cut. 

" He is getting drenched," remarked Bianca. " I 
can feel the rivulets running down his back." 

Bessie sat silent, flushing and paling, and looking 
eager and anxious. 

" I'll show the churl what he ought to be doing," 
thought Andrew, with a touch of merry malice. " I'll 
dandle his baby before his face and eyes." 

He stooped and picked up the little man oK his 
mother's lap, kissing him as he did so, and lifted him 
14* 
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bigh in air, prancing and dancing, and shouting wild 
songs. Nanny jumped to her feet, and flew around 
them like a butterfly, and Baby, holding fast to An- 
drew's neck with his fat arm, nearly dislocating hia 
own, trying to keep her in sight on all sides of him at 
once, and Bianca clapped her hands and whistled, and 
even Bessie smiled to see her boy in such a state of 
ecstatic delight. 

Suddenly Dr. Winchester dropped from his height 
into the midst of them. 

" Ah ! Nerval I so you thought better of it. Well, 
it was wise. Glad to see you. I was coming to beg you 
to take our craft ; we are sheltered and can wait for 
it to go and return, without the least inconvenience. 
Tour ladies are exposed to the elements, while mine 
are safe and dry." 

" No, sir. I will not owe you the poor service of a 
boat. Whom do you mean by ' my ladies ?' " 

" I mean those who came her^ under my escort — 
my sister and Mrs. Winchester, at your service. This 
child in my arms is fond of gentlemen ; he takes me 
for his best friend among them for want of a better. 
And Nanny is a sort of joint property, in whom we 
are each interested. Would you like to push your in- 
quiries further ?" added Andrew, whose red upper lip 
began to roll back, and who was getting hot and 
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glowing under the outrageous insolence of the doctor's 
manner. 

" Give me my child 1" said Eustace, hoarsely. " I 
will no longer endure this. I have stood aloof, and 
been forbearing. I have tried to shut my ears to all I 
have heard, and think only the best of two people 
who ought to hold my honor sacred. I have been a 
trusting fool ! You are a scoundrel ! Give me my 
child !" 

" And what are you, Doctor ?" questioned Andrew, 
clasping closer the boy, who clung to him. " Which 
of life's obligations do you fulfill? Shall I resign 
your baby, Bessie ?" 

"No," answered she, rising and facing her hus- 
band, with cheeks as white as death. Her eyes were 
deep and sorrowful, and her voice so low that they 
bent forward unconsciously to catch the thrill of it. 
" He is mine I When his father asks him of me, as he 
owes it to himself and to me to ask, then I will 
listen." 

** And this fellow ! this adventurer ! this piano- 
tuner I who travels from house to house with his kit 
under his arm begging for * jobs,' calls you Bessie I 
You permit it I You encourage his familiarity !" 

** Familiarity I Eustace !" replied she, putting 
forth her hand to restrain Andrew, who was breaking 
out, ^^take care how you speak of friends who are 
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kind to me : whom I love! This brother and sister 
have stood by me, when you, and those two or three 
over there, made me a scandal, and a by- word for 
servants. I will not have them insulted." 

" You just heard me tell the fellow what I think of 
him — a base, sneaking, dastardly wretch, who trades 
on his curls and simpers, to make fools of women. I 
wish I had let him die in the ditch." 

Andrew had tossed Baby into Bianca's arms ; he 
looked like Sintram when he rushed, pale and disor- 
dered, into the presence of the mighty Biorn. 

" You are a madman I You saved ray life, but you 
must be punished for your vile talk, right away, now.'* 

" Don't strike him, Andrew," cried Bessie, restrain- 
ing him as he rushed fiercely forward ; " he is my 
husband." 

" I am no fighting man," sneered Eustace. "What 
^ood would it do me to wipe out this little popinjay ? 
But he must clear from my road or I shall tread on 
him. Once for all, Bessie, will you leave your com- 
mon associates and return to your duty ? I am ready 
to take you, and shelter you from scandal." 

"No, Eustace. I have been waiting for you to 
ask me to return to you. I was more than anxious 
for you to speak the words. Now you have made it 
impossible. You are not worthy the sacrifices I meant 
to make ; the humble pleading for your love and 
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companionship I have felt like oflPering. You have 
dared to impugn my innocent life. Mine ! Eustace 
Winchester ! you have forgotten that I was Bessie 
Wolcott. My only misfortune is that I ever saw you. 
There is no longer a chance for a reconciliation be- 
tween us. Go your way, and leave me mine." 

" Beg|3ie ! Bessie dear, think what thou art saying. 
Don't mind his abuse of us : we don't stand or fall on 
his estimate of our merits," said Bianca, hurriedly 
whispering in her friend's ear. " Thou canst make up : 
he is angry, he is jealous : don't thee mind his harsh 
words. Come ! offer thy hand : kiss and be friends." 

" No, I cannot," replied Bessie, mournfully shaking 
her off. " He is not worthy my forbearance." 

She turned her back to him, and stepped into the 
cave without another word. 

Poor Bessie ! She had hoped so much from her 
day, and she was estranged — absolutely separated — 
from the only man she had ever loved, and doomed to 
a joyless, hopeless life. 

While Andrew and his sister gazed at each other 
in blank consternation, they heard a splash in the 
water, and saw, through the abating storm. Dr. Win- 
chester swimming off to regain his boat. 

Taking Bessie by the hand. Miss Ashcroft per- 
suaded her away, and in silent sAdness they retired to 
the hotel. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

" COME FORTH, YE NYMPHS, COME FORTH 1*' 

ESSIE passed a wretched night. Her two 

friends felt that they could offer neither 

comments nor consolation, and suffered 

her to leave them without an attempt at 

either. 

She felt unequal to meeting any human eyes, even 

Nora's ; and after breakfasting in her room, she tied 

on her hat and set out for a stroll, feeling the familiar 

gallery and its oft-conned views unbearably wearisome. 

Taking the road which led around the cottage to 

the lake, she stepped slowly on ; she had not tried her 

strength with much walking, and was panting with 

fatigue before she had climbed the knoll, and as she 

found a rustic bench in her way, she dropped upon it 

with a heavy sigh. It was placed beneath a spreading 

pine, on the border of the Van Arsdale grounds, and 

in front of it ran a low wall, topped by a square-cut 

tamarisk hedge. 

She looked about her with Eustace in her mind, 
wondering what he was doing, and how he felt after 
their dismally unpleasant meeting of yesterday, and 
thinking of his face as she saw it when he ordered her 
to return to him. 
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She lost consciousness of surrounding objects in her 
musings, and did not bear approaching footsteps. 
Suddenly she was startled by a very shrill voice cry- 
ing " ahem !" close by her, and she looked around in 
nervous terror. 

" Upon my word, Berintha, we have company ! 
Quite unexpected, too. Did you know that these are 
private grounds, madam ?" 

" We shall be obliged to stick up a sign-board, with 
* Beware of trespassing !' in large letters," respond- 
ed Berintha, " or keep a dog." 

" Who do you wish to see ?" inquired the dame, 
coming up to Bianca, with the peculiar strut used by 
very stout ladies. " Is it me, or Mrs. Gumrill ? I don't 
know who else you can have any business with !" 

"I certainly did not come here to quarrel," re- 
plied Bessie quietly, "so you are parading your in- 
solence for nothing." 

" I should think you would be ashamed to show 
your face after all your goings on, and especially the 
disgraceful scenes of yesterday. You make me blush for 
my sex," squealed Berintha. 

"One might suppose you would have quite con- 
stant occupation for your blushes on your own 
account," retorted Bessie. " However, I do not pro- 
pose to be provoked into any bandying of useless 
words with you I Your very presence here is an 
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insult to my husband and to me. It appears from his 
conduct that he does not see it — which is a pity." 

" Pretty talk this is, from a woman like you, pre- 
tending to be a widow, so as get attention from gentle- 
men. You can't take me in; I saw through you at a 
glance." 

"Yes, indeed, we understood your game. Why 
did you give yourself out as that, unless to lead a life 
of sinful pleasure in your black finery ?" 

" I don't understand what you are talking of, Mrs. 
Winchester. You are Eustace's mother, and I will 
answer you. My mourning for my dear father can 
scarcely be called finery. I have seen no company, 
taken part in no gaiety — how could I? — a broken- 
spirited woman, just off a sick bed, what had I to do 
with amusements?" 

" And how do you account for that popinjay of 
an Ashcrof t hanging about you ? Didn't we all wit- 
ness a palaver at the breakfast table ? Didn't Eustace 
see with his own eyes a gift put into your hand, and 
didn't you kiss it right before everybody ?" 

" Pretty Nanny Ashcrof t's turquoise heart, which he 
had just found. I remember it well. I shall never for- 
get the time, nor your son's behavior, which was worth j^ 
his mother. I did not seek this interview ; but as you 
have thrus^j your impertinence upon me, I will tell you 
the truth. You are the cause of all my unhappiness. 
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If it had not been for your meddling, and your abomin- 
able tongue, Eustace and I would have been a happy and 
united couple to-day. I don't know how you can ex- 
cuse or palliate your conduct. I fail to understand 
why you plotted and schemed to break up our house- 
hold, and tear us asunder. I never injured you. I 
would have been kind, if I could not be loving. You 
forced that woman upon me, and insisted that my 
husband should neglect me when I needed his sym- 
pathy and attention, to take her out pleasure-hunting. 
You are a wicked, malevolent old woman ; and if 
there is any justice in heaven, you will get your pay for 
ruining my life. I loved Eustace with all my heart, 
and he would have loved me if you had left him alone. 
I can forgive him, but I can never, never forgive 
you." 

"Hoity-toity," said the dame, retreating uncon- 
sciously before Bessie's indignation, and dropping her 
under lip. " What a pity my son isn't here, to hear 
all these fine sentiments. They are lost on such 
simple folks as Berintha and me ; but I can tell you, 
Bessie Wolcott ! you may talk till doomsday, and 
you won't alter my opinion of you. I never liked the 
match, and it turned out just as I expected. I'd seen 
your temper from a child ; slatting arid slamming and 
going off into a passion. I told Eustace all along he 
was making a mistake. He thinks as I do now, poor 
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fellow ! I did pity him last night, to see your goings 
on. You will not have the care of his child ; that you 
may depend upon. We all agree that it will be wrong 
for us to see the innocent creature trained to ruin." 

" I do not believe one word you say about Eustace I 
He has a kind heart. Oh ! if only Mr. Winchester 
was here ! He is just and wise ; he would not let you 
torment me as you are doing. Eustace has proved 
himself a brave man — he has helped and comforted 
others — it is a pity he has not enough good judgment 
%o take care of his own affairs, and put down med- 
dlers. He has saved lives, and made me proud of his 
skill and ability. All his mistakes and blunders are 
your fault. You bad mother ! you never trained him 
to his best duties. Father in Heaven ! see what it is 
to have a husband who should stand between me and 
all harm, and who leaves me exposed to such vile 
attacks as these ! God grant me wisdom to teach my 
son to be a true and loyal gentleman, that he may 
never break a woman's heart as his father is breaking 
mine !" 

Bessie fled weeping from the presence of her ene- 
mies. " Oh Mrs. Mammy !" she moaned, " why did 
you leave me here alone ?" 

The dame and her favorite stood gaping in wide- 
mouthed astonishment after the poor girl whom they 
had goaded to speaking bitter truths. 
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" There is a spit-fire for you 1" remarked Berintha. 
" If you don't hurry up, she will be flying off home to 
her mother ; and let the boy once get among the Wol 
cotts, he'll stay there for all you can do !" 

" He sha'n't ! If Eustace has not pluck enough to 
interfere, I will ! I never hated anybody as I do 
that Bessie !" 

The two women continued their walk, which had 
been interrupted by the above episode, taking counsel 
as they went ; and after they had disappeared around 
the bend in the road. Dr. Winchester came from be- 
hind the hedge, where he had been idling when the 
ladies met, and from which he did not feel like ven- 
turing during the interview. 

He had seen and heard his wife with very mixed 
sensations indeed. He admired her straightforward 
way of putting things, and he winced under her sharp 
stabs at him. 

He was beginning to comprehend her position in 
relation to the Ashcrofts so well, that he felt ashamed 
of his conduct from beginning to end. Nanny's capture 
and escape were getting talked off at the hotel. He 
heard some gentlemen discussing it in the office after 
his return from the lake the evening before ; and 
Bessie's share in it warmly commended. The turquoise 
token which had given him so much trouble, turned 
out to be Nan's property ; and all the looks and ao- 
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tions which he had sot down to improper flirting (to 
say the very least), were sympathy with a lost child 
and her worried protectors, which argued a tender, 
affectionate heart, and a ready willingness to forget 
her own sorrows in helping others, he could not suf- 
ficiently admire and approve. 

She looked handsome and attractive, as he watched 
her through the hedge ; paler and thinner than he 
remembered her, but as charming as ever. He would 
have given anything to run after her when she fled, 
and take her in his arms ; but she was gone before his 
mother and Mrs. Gumrill left the field. He did not 
consider his life with her at end — far from it — and he 
wanted her back very much indeed ; and he was 
busily studying ways and means to effect his wishes, 
when she came and sat down so near him that one 
whisper from his lips would have reached her ears. 
The opportune moment was gone. Failing to seize it 
in passing, he regretted its loss. He could not rush 
into her presence, and carry his cause with a high 
hand ; he had tried that, and made a wretched mud- 
dle, and a failure. 

An apology was due to Ashcroft ; that must be 
met. His mother ought to be kept in order. He 
would have liked to make that a must also, but did 
not feel competent to undertake the task. He had a 
high idea of the reverence due to parents — as parentSi 
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not as individuals. He knew his mother to be a weak, 
worldly, troublesome, spiteful mischief-maker, but he 
had never failed in his conduct to her. His father 
had borne with her vexatious peculiarities all his life 
and never made a moan, and he respected his conduct 
and emulated his example. 

While he was plunging and bothering among his 
reflections, trying to feel his ground, he ran against 
some old friends, who had just arrived that day, and 
whom he did not expect to see. 



CHAPTER XXXn. 



AKE WILLOUGHBY HOTEL was filled 
with guests now, and the season was at its 
height. 

The fiddling and dancing big Kate fore- 
told had commenced, and the great parlor was filled 
each evening with waltzers and their chaperones, and 
Nora had several times left her charge, and stolen 
away to peep and giggle at the windows with Dennis 
or Terrence, and compare notes with her fellow ser- 
vants upon the looks and behavior of her betters. 
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There was the usual summer resort clique, holding 
themselves apart, and disdaining every body else, and 
treating all the rest of the boarders as worms of the 
dust ; " not of our set." 

The exclusives were from Top Town. " We always 
make up our party before we leave home," said Bella 
Bliss, " and we never pick up any acquaintances." 

There were the Claftons, four in number — like a 
pair of stairs, when they stood in a row ; and their 
brother, who had the thinnest legs, and wore the 
tightest garments it would be possible to meet, — ex- 
cept, perhaps upon the walking skeleton. 

The Clafton dresses came* from Paris, and were 
very striking indeed ; and were worn with a " look at 
me " air, which was very effective. 

The two Miss Ropers were tallow-faced girls, with 
no waists to speak of, and both immensely sarcastic ; 
and their friend, Genevieve Tubbs, possessed costlier 
stockings then anybody else in the hotel, and dis- 
played them more generously. Then, there was their 
particular gallant, Gussey Updyke, who was always 
" hoping and supposing, and trusting," uninteresting 
little nothings to make conversation, and show off his 
wonderful breeding. His chosen associate was Greene 
Melon, the distinguished aitist, who hung his pic- 
tures every year in the exhibition ; and was a great 
favorite in society. 
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The clique was in full force on the gallery when 
the Ashbury stage drove up, it being one of their 
most enjoyable entertainments to witness the arrivals, 
and comment upon them. 

As the first comers passed, they exchanged winks 
and countersigns. 

" Did you notice that grenadier of a woman ?" ex- 
claimed Sue Claf ton. " I thought I should die to see 
her walk. This way : * Eyes front, 'tention, march !' 
Like our old drill at Rosenbloom." 

The young lady rose and paraded down the gal- 
lery in a very ridiculous manner, but not at all in 
good imitation of the person she was taking off, who 
was extremely quiet and unassuming. When they 
were not able to discover any absurdities, the clique 
were accustomed to create them. 

"And the man following at her heels like a foot- 
man ; and. both in their Sunday clothes saved up since 
the flood ! Evidently they are Jeremiah and Jerusha 
come off daddie's farm to spend the money they have 
earned plowing and milking, and see how city folks 
look." 

As the people under discussion were unostentatious, 
and with no salient points whatever, plainly and simply 
dressed, who had elegances at home, of which the 
clique never dreamed, and money enough to buy them 
up altogether, their attempts to be sharp at their ex- 
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pense were slightly fatuous, as they had occasion to 
find out. 

Presently, our Roaring River party appeared — • 
Pauline Bradshaw, Rose Fiannagan, chaperoned by 
Mrs. Ruth Blair, and her Pigeon, and escorted by Dick 
Walsinghara and Pom Blossom, carrying shawls and 
books, — the girls both beauties in their way, and 
the gentlemen distinguished and handsome. 

With a chorus of little exclamations, the clique flew 
to embrace the young ladies, falling on their necks and 
kissing them, in the most rapturous and graceful 
manner. 

" Oh, you dear girls ; you're just in time for our 
phantom party ! Exclusive, of course. Isn't it lovely ? 
What will you be in ?" said Joey Roper, who had 
seized on Pauline. " I am to be in white." 

" Phantoms !" replied Pauline, coolly. " I believe 
they mostly appear draped in shadows, don't they? 
I am afraid I am rather material for the character." 

"She means a sheet and pillow-case affair, you 
sweet angel," chimed in Gwendoline, clinging to Rose 
Fiannagan. " Isn't this just like a bit of Rosen bloom, 
to be altogether again ? Only the hateful old teachers 
are a minus quantity, thank Heaven !" 

As the gentlemen paused, hat in hand, for an op- 
portunity to speak to the clique, they all drew back, 
performing simultaneously most wonderful curtsies, 
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dipping to the ground and recovering with perfectly 
fascinating grace. 

"And only to think we are to have a horseback excur- 
sion to-morrow ; we all have our horses here. I suppose 
yours are coming, Pauline ?" said Genevieve Tubbs. 

" Horses or no horses make the difference between 
Bob and Nabob here," remarked Greene Melon. 

"Quite neat, Greene. I only hope mi/ stupid 
beast won't take it into his head to caracole." 

" No danger, Genney. He will have enough to do 
to carry you," returned Joey Roper, snapping her 
eyes brilliantly upon the party at large. 

" Joey is in full force, you see," put in Gussey Up- 
dyke, who had approached to pay his devoirs. 

" Oh, thank you ! Gussey had a fall last wintei 
which cut open his head, and let out some of his brains ; 
80 you need not be astonished at anything he says," 
returned Joey, politely. 

"And now we may have some decent games of 
whist," remarked Genevieve, maneuvering her foot so 
as to bring her clocked hose into society. "I had 
Greene Melon for a partner last night, and I could 
not make a point, finesse as I would." 

"That was because you tried finessing with a jack," 
put in Joey, laughing loudly at her choice repartee. 

All this while the clique had been warily and 
minutely examining the Roaring River party, making 
15 
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private notes of their apparel, complexions, and other 
points, laying up store for future comments ; and when 
they finally let them go it was with more little " ohs" 
and " ahs," and loud-sounding kisses. 

" Now you will hurry and dress so as to have a 
nice chat before dinner, won't you ?" exclaimed Susie 
Clafton. "We can't bear to lose a moment of your 
delightful society." But the last sound of their foot- 
steps had not died away before they one and all began 
with one accord to pick them into very small pieces. 

"Ma gracious I" exclaimed Mrs. Moses, the rich 
Jewess, who displayed more diamonds and rich silks 
than anybody else in the hotel. "Ma gracious 
them women ! they backbite everybody ! They crit- 
icise a fly walking along on the ceiling ! I catched 
them yesterday making fun of me 1 I will not stay 
any more ; I will go to Long Branch I I will not be 
food for the worms of Gentiles." 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

"an eye full of gentle salutations." 

3EANWHILE Mrs. Gumrill had not been 
idle. She had hailed Nora down to the 
cottage, and pumped her dry of all she 
knew or guessed of her mistress' doings 
and sayings, and secret thoughts ; and the girl, acting 
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on big Kate's suggestion, had imparted some original 
items which did credit to her inventive powers. 

" And so she is going to attend the party ; is she, 
Nora ? What will she wear ?" 

" I thought you might be askin' me, ma'am, and 
so I done what I never, in my life, done afore. I 
hearkened at her door, she and Miss Ash croft was 
talkin', and I heard 'em a-sayin' pink bows in their 
slippers and pink flowers in their hands. I couldn't hear 
very particular along of that Nanny's squallin' and 
rockin' her doll-babies, and talkin' to 'em as if she was 
a mother of ten ; but I am certain that the Ashcroft 
bady is goin' to do the fixin' up." 

" Pink is their color, is it ? That is a good thing 
to know." 

" Yes, ma'am. You can be enough for 'em, and I'm 
thinkin' of lavin' my place, Mrs. Gumrill ; you know 
you bid me speak to you, when I did." 

" I believe I did say something of the kind, Nora ; 
but I am not ready to engage a maid just yet. How- 
ever, here is a handkerchief for you, and I'll see you 
again. I am too busy with th0 party. You had better 
stay on a while longer." 

" Certainly, if you say so, ma'am. I shall keep me 
eyes open in your interests, naa'am." It was a long con- 
ference which the widow had, and she felt that she had 
elicited quite a bundle of information, which she made 
haste to open and pour out before her friend. 
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Dr. Winchester kept as much as possible aloof 
from his mother ; and when he did visit her, he lis- 
tened in silence to all she had to say. Finding it did 
no good to tell her it was unpleasant to him to discuss 
his wife, he took refuge in blank dumbness, which 
irritated the good lady almost beyond bearing. 

" But she means to put off her mourning and attend 
that party, Eustace. Don't you hear me ? And dance 
with that puppy ! Why dorCt you put a stop to such 
disgraceful proceedings ? Why dorCt you look as if 
you cared ? I declare, ypu are as bad as your father. 
There is no getting a word out of you." 

Eustace did care. Her talk wounded him like 
stinging nettles ; not because he really believed her 
assertions, but because he had come to the point where 
it was disagreeable to hear her utter Bessie's name. 
He felt little inclined for gaiety, but he made up his 
mind to see for himself, and o^ered no objection 
when requested to escort his mother and her Berintha. 

Little Nan became quite a heroine among the hotel 
ladies, who seized upon her as a new sensation, and 
set her up as a mark for sharp talk and numberless ques- 
tions, none of which were to her taste, and which she 
occasionally sent back in a very unexpected manner. 

"And that dreadful woman stole your bracelets, 
Nanny ; weren't you frightened to death ? How did 
she look ?" asked Genevieve Tnbbs. 
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" She had nasty black teeth, and holes all over her 
nose, just like yours. She was awful humbly." 

" I wish she had put your eyes out," said the young 
lady to herself, darting a wrathful' glance at Nan 
before tripping elegantly to the piano, and commenc- 
ing to drum a waltz. Miss Tubbs found her ardent 
desire for eliciting information from Nanny quenched, 
to be kindled not again. 

" A haunted house !" exclaimed Sue Claf ton. " What 
an awful place ! I read about one once in a novel, 
where all the doors opened of themselves to let in men 
' without any heads. Let's make up a party and go , 
only if the ghost should come out, I should faint dead 
away. I know I should." 

" Sue practises fainting before her mirror ; so look 
out, gentlemen, she will have to fall into somebody's 
arms, you know," said Joey Roper. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

** JOHNNY MORGAN PLAYS THE ORGAN." 

]S soon as Pauline was dressed she started out 
for a walk to the lake, whose lovely, spark- 
ling water she could see from her window. 
A fresh breeze blew toward her, and 
moving rifts in the clouds let through patches of sun- 
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9hine upon the mountain-sides, which glided swiftly 
over the brown lands, and checkered the deep green of 
the pines with molten gold. A coil of blue smoke 
curled gracefully upwards from a coal-pit among the 
evergreens, where men were ruthlessly destroying the 
trees — magnificent and ancient — which had cost Nature 
years and years to perfect. 

She brushed the scent from the sweet ferns as she 
moved along, while from the deep darkness of the 
forest came the call of the brown thrasher, and the sad 
notes of the whippoorwill. 

Pauline also was singing. Her song was not very 
choice. She had caught it from the lips of her cousin 
Dick, who had hummed it over in her hearing, till she 
found it impossible to be rid of it ; and she stepped 
the measure as she went, while her thoughts were busy 
elsewhere. 

** Johnny Morgan plays the organ, 

His father plays the drum, 
His sister plays the tambourine ; 

His brother goes bum, bum, bum, bum, 
All alone on an old trombone. 

The music is so sweet, 
They sometimes get a penny or two, 

To go into another street." 

She had been through the tune about fifty times, 
and was beginning the fifty-first, when she came across 
a gentleman with his hands in his pockets, leaning 
against a tree-trunk, who started when he saw her, and 
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made as though he would dash into the woods out of 
sight. 

"How de do, Dr. Winchester ?" called out Pauline. 
" Don't go. I did not come to disturb you, though I 
am very glad indeed we are met. What news have 
you for me of a certain affair you had in hand when 
we parted in Roaring River ? All finished comfortably 
long ago, I suppose." 

" Well ! no, not yet, Miss Bradshaw. There has 
been a good deal of a muddle. In fact, I have made no 
progress at all." 

" What a shilly-shally, dilly-dally fellow you are ! 
You have had plenty of time to commence a courtship 
from the beginning, and bring it to a successful en- 
gagement ; and now you say * nothing.' Pray, what 
is the matter ?" 

" I hardly know myself. Perhaps you can tell me ; 
come, sit down on this log, and let's confer." 

" Willingly, if you will insure me against spiders 
and snakes — arch enemies of mine, both." 

"There are no poisonous snakes in this country, 
and only one spider whose bite is fatal, and that is a 
small gray thing not bigger than a half -dime. You 
are safe ; that is, as safe as humanity ever is in a 
world where death's thousand doors stand open." 

" How amazingly hilarious ! If your confidence is 
to be of the same exhilarating character, I believe I 
must decline. I feel cheerful ; and don't care to b« 
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cast down, with all the fatigues of a phantom party in 
prospect. However, as I have begun to advise, pei- 
haps I may as well continue." 

While the doctor is explaining, and Pauline listens, 
we may as well return to the hotel. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

THT LOVE 18 SWEETEB THAN WINE. 



p?^|IANCA ASHCROFT'S eyes were red, and 

her face was swollen with weeping. She 

had fought out her battle, and came forth 

victorious and strong. 

As soon as she saw her brother and Rose Flannagan 

together, she knew that the time had come, for her to 

give him up to the girl of his choice. 

The unexpected meeting surprised him into such a 
sudden beatitude, and so transformed his face into joy 
and delight, that she could hardly help crying out to 
him to come away ; as she used to snatch him away 
from danger, when he was a lad, obedient to her call. 

" No," said she, standing back, and watching them 
in grim bitterness, " I clucked after my gosling 
faithfully : the grown goose paddles off on the pond, 
and leaves me on the shore flapping my wings, but not 
squalling after him. Oh, no I let me keep my mouth 
shut. If I am deserted, I can still be dignified, and 
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yes — oh yes, my precious brother, I can and will be 
loving." 

It was a winsome sight to look on, too — those 
young creatures, forgetting all around them in their 
felicity. Handsome lovers, each unconscious of their 
own, and delighting in the beauty of the other. He 
earnest and eager with his tenderness, she blushing 
and smiling. 

Rose had never forgotten her patient, who had made 
a deep impression upon her, and on the night when his 
sister came and took him away, he had said to her : 

" Good nurse, give me your picture. I don't feel 
inclined for much mischief ; but if I should be 
tempted, one look at the red red Rose, will be better 
than all the prayers of the saints — sweet Cecilia in- 
cluded. When I wakened from my^delirious dreams 
and found you watching me, I took you for an angel ; 
and I have never changed my mind since. 

" In a year or two, or three, at the most, 
I'll return to the fair Rosee. 

So take care not to forget me." 

When she retired to her room, her thoughts were 
centered in him. She was busily recalling every 
word and look of his, since the evening when Dr. 
Winchester had summoned her to the stranger's bed- 
side, and asked her to be faithful to his needs ; his part- 
ing words, half merry and half sad, and his playful 
15* 
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declarations of his opinions and intentions were in 
keeping with the rest of her memories, and made her 
smile while she wept. 

She knelt beside her bed for her nightly prayers, 
and bending her face into her clasped hands, she 
began. 

Now, unfortunately, Rose, like most young girls, 
had a favorite ejaculation or by-word, which serted 
her to express surprise, consternation, or any sudden 
emotion of the mind, and which was so frequently on 
her lips, that it was apt to slip out, when she did not 
think what she was saying. 

Being pre-occupied, as we have said, she com- 
menced her petition in a devout drawl. 

" Gra-a-a-cious Peter !" The irreverent invocation so 
startled and alarmed her, that she sprang from her 
knees, and jumped into bed, hiding her head under the 
blankets, not daring to try any more prayers that 
night, and she was never heard to utter the unneces- 
sary exclamation afterward. 

They met, Andrew and Rose ; and they could 
scarcely be said to have parted, for very few minutes 
of the day were passed asunder. Poor Bianca ! he 
was all she had in the world, and now he had forgotten 
her existence. 

The afternoon of the phantom party, they came 
together and knocked at her door. She heard their 
two voices outside, sweet and blithe, and she sat still. 
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keeping silence awhile before she rose to admit them. 
When she did so, she was smiling, and sisterly, and 
pleasant-faced. 

" Here she is, Bianca. I have asked her, and she 
says * yes.' Don't you. Rose ? Now kiss and be 
friends, you two — my sister and my bride. I have a 
couple of good women to love ; am I not a lucky fel- 
low ? Oh Bianca ! I will be the best boy to you ! — 
better than ever ! Isn't she a pretty girl ? Look at 
her cheeks, and her blue eyes, and her lovely small 
fingers. She can play all my music, and I can sing all 
her songs, and I'm going to be married to Roser, and 
we'll live like bees in the clover — won't we, Nan ? Come 
here, and see my sweetheart, who will be my wife, my 
dear darling wif e ! And she will love you, too, little 
poppet ; won't you. Rose ?" 

Nanny held back ; her great eyes dilated, and her 
small form trembled with emotion ; she placed her two 
hands on her heart, poor fluttering heart ! She felt as 
if it would burst. 

" And will she live in your rooms, as Mrs. Clafton 
does over there, where I see her sitting on Mr. Claf- 
ton's knee, and eat her breakfast and dinner with you, 
and take hold of your arm when she walks ?" asked 
she from her corner. 

" Yes, I hope so. Nan. She will be all mine, and I 
shall be all hers." 

" Oh, Andrew I You said I should never leave you.'* 
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" Nor shall you, pretty poppet. I'll keep my word 
good, and I'll hold you fast in my heart. I have room 
enough for a tiny fairy like Nan, without crowding 
anybody else." 

" But how can I be close to you when she is closer ? 
I cannot see you when she comes between us." 

Bianca felt like echoing the plaintive wail. She 
went over and put an arm around 'the child and 
hugged her to her breast. 

" Will y(m let her have your boy, Bianca ?" asked 
she, in a still voice, as she raised her pallid face and 
gazed mournfully in the steady eyes meeting hers. 
" You told me he was your all. Can you spare your 
all to that girl ?" 

"Yes, Nanny," whispered Miss Ashcroft. "You 
'And I must cheer each other. Don't cry. See how 
beautiful he is, how happy and content. That is be- 
cause he has found his wife. It has to be so ; we 
must not seem sorry with what pleases Andrew. We 
want him to be glad and joyful all the while, don't 
we, Nan ?" 

" Yes," replied she after a minute, " we do. And 
will you take comfort every day with her ? Will she 
be good to you — as good as you were to me, Andrew ?" 

"Will you. Rose?" asked he. "You hear what 
Nanny asks ?" 

" Yes, I will," replied she, " and to Nanny, too, if 
she will let me. Come, dear child, I can romp and 
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play, and I know how to roll hoop, and I can paint 
pictures for your baby-house." 

Nanny suffered herself to be led quietly up to the 
young couple, who received her with warm embraces. 
She accepted Rose's kiss, and she returned Andrew's, 
and then, retreating to her corner, she turned her back 
upon them all, and picking up her four dolls in her 
arms, she rocked them to sleep, and laid them away in 
their crib ; then she slipped from the room. As she 
reached the door, she sent a look' at Andrew, which 
had a world of meaning in it. She was giving up all 
right in him to the girl at his side, and she never ap- 
proached her hero again, unless she was summoned. 

" ]N'ow, let's talk about the party," said Mr. Ash- 
croft, as, too full of glee to keep quiet, he went danc- 
ing around the room. "We have an idea which 
pleases us exceedingly, and we want your help in car- 
rying it out, Bianca. We will dress exactly alike, 
Rose and I, and we will enter the hall together. I 
shall model my movements on hers, so that nobody 
will be able to tell us apart. Let me see how you 
hold your hands and your head. I can never get that 
dainty toss, but I will mince in my gait, and whisper 
small. It will be such fun !" 

Bianca lent herself to their fancies, and exerted 
her powers to please them both. They must be one 
now, in her thoughts and hopes. She was earnestly 
trying to make a place for Andrew's darling in her 
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heart ; to bid her welcome. The young man felt how 
good she was, and understood her noble endeavors, 
and thanked her for them. 

" You can't help loving my wife^ can you, Blanca ? 
for her sweet sake as well as mine. You have not 
lost me — you have gained her." 

She dismissed them with a sigh when their queer 
toilettes were finished, and went to find Bessie Win- 
chester. 

All the turmoil of feeling so suddenly forced upon 
Miss Ashcroft by her discovery and its compulsory 
sacrifices, had not driven from her mind hei friend's 
trouble. She longed more than ever to set her into 
her own place at the right hand of her husband. 
"For," reasoned she, "when she sees my brother 
happy with his love, it will make her life seem more 
cheerless than before ; and she will say : 'Look how 
everybody is satisfied and content but me. I am an 
outsider, with no proper resting in this world.'" 

Bianca had a private plan, suggested by her 
brother's frolic, which she made haste to detail and 
explain. 

" A costume precisely like theirs, Bessie," said she. 
"I know your husband will be there, and that Andrew 
and Rose mean to puzzle and mislead him. That was 
why he inquired of you the name of your most favorite 
waltz ; he will ask your Eustace to dance it with him, 
and will counterfeit your manner as well as he caa 
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Don't look alarmed ; he will not dishonor the part he 
assumes, though I believe he may tell the doctor some 
plain truths he is longing to pour into his ears. 
Why not be on the ground yourself, and do your own 
dancing ? You can approach your husband, and talk 
freely with him, and find out what is really in his 
heart. Thus far, you have only seen him through a 
false medium. He returned no reply to my letter 
after the lake adventure. Perhaps he resents my inter- 
ference. Don't shake your head, my dear Bessie ; I 
would never counsel you to anything improper. You 
know you are longing to see Eustace, and I am certain 
he is longing to see you. You may mingle with the 
giddy throng with this good purpose, and I feel 
inspired to know that you will never be sorry. I 
shall accompany you en phantomey and will take care 
to vanish at the proper moment." 

Bessie yielded but too willingly to her friend's ar- 
guments and entreaties. The thought of being near 
her husband, of taking his arm, and talking with him, 
made her pulse beat fast, and her face glow. She let 
Bianca fit on her disguise in such a flurry that she 
could hardly wait to be gone, and she prayed from a 
full heart for a happy issue from all her troubles. 
She set the fortune of her future on her hour in the 
ball-room. 

"Good-by, little man," said she, kissing Baby. 
** You will iiot leave him a minute, will yoa, Nora? 
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You won't go to sleep, either ? Dear, sweet little fel- 
low ; he loves you, Nora. I want to feel that he is 
perfectly safe in your care." 

" Never fear me, ma'am !" replied the girl. " What 
should I be lavin' him for ? Don't I stay here evenin' 
after evenin', when all the other gells is out enjoyin' 
themselves ?" 

Something in Nora's tone and manner struck Bessie 
unpleasantly, and she hesitated by her son's crib with 
half a mind to give up her project, after all ; but 
Bianca's voice calling to her from without, and her 
own impulses from within, sent her on, and she shut 
the door and hasted away. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 
HERCULES AMONG THE MAIDENS. 



HE dressing-room was filled with phantoms, 
when Andrew and Rose entered, who 
stalked about in ghostly whiteness and 
silence — no one daring to use her voice for 
fear of identification. 

They all had on high-peaked caps of pasteboard, 
over which each wore a pillow-case, reaching to the 
chin in front, and having holes cut for the eyes, which 
were bound with black, so as to produce a startling 
effect, and in the back it was pinned inte neat folds, 



Digitized by 



Googk 



HEEOITLES AMONG THE MAIDENS. 353 

while above their ball-dresses, they had sheets draped 
as skirts, falling in graceful curves and lines about 
their feet, and forming trains, ornamented with sashes 
of silk. 

So far, all presented the same general effect ; but 
there was a diversity of color among the ribbons and 
flowers, which relieved the ghastly whiteness, as far 
as could be expected from phantoms who were out 
pleasuring. 

Andrew and Rose had on primrose gloves, and 
pink bows in their slippers, and identical bouquets of 
red rosebuds. 

Although Rose had a neat foot, her companion's did 
not look ill beside it, as they stepped forward together. 

He imitated all her performances as exactly as he 
could : going to the mirror, and pulling down his 
crimps, dabbing his arms with powder, perfuming his 
lips from the odor-casket, reaching elaborately beneath 
his mask with all the caution and secresy he saw the 
others use. 

He looked over his shoulder at his drapery, and 
gave it an elaborate kick to bring it into the symmetry 
of graceful spread he observed Rose struggling to 
attain, till he was warned by a certain shaking of his 
companion's shoulder to desist, unless he meant to pro- 
voke an outburst of unaccountable laughter, so he dis- 
creetly took her band, and they descended to the ball- 
room. 
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The clique were already there, talking, as usaal, 
for an audience, whose attention and applause they be- 
spoke, by loud voices and startling remarks. 

" I did give Barton Clafton such a cut just now," 
said Greene Melon. "I do love to snub people, when 
there is some of our set about, who can appreciate the 
fun. Don't you, Joey ? Oh, you need not try to de- 
ceive me ; I should know Joey Roper anywhere. There 
is Je ne sais quoi about you, unmistakable among us,"" 

" I don't intend to disguise myself from any of its. 
I know every one of the Top Town party. See how 
we all have a place for ourselves ; but I shall be dark 
as Erebus to every one else." 

" Oh, yes ; Gussey has been studying up Shake- 
speare, all the afternoon, so as to pick out biting allu- 
sions," said Gwendoline. 

" Hush ! here come Rose Flannagan and Pauline 
Bradshaw," remarked Gussey Updyke. " Now for a 
lark. I heard they were to wear pink." 

" Who told you, Gussey ? I know they did not." 

" Oh, no. I made friends with the florist, and he 
let me into all his secrets !" 

" Don't make a mistake and dance with some of 
the outside barbarians, Gussey ! You can't tell what 
that sheet and pillow-case conceals." 

" Never you fear, Joey. I know what I know." 

" I believe you have the knowledge all to yourself, 
if you do," retorted Miss Roper, as he left her. 
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" May I have the honor of a waltz with Miss Flan* 
nagan ?" said he, walking up to Andrew with a per- 
suasive manner. 

" Certainly, with pleasure," returned the masque, 
in a soft whisper, gently returning the pressure which 
Gnssey bestowed upon the hand placed within his arm, 
and sighing. 

" This girl is in love with me," thought Gussey. 
"I have suspected it before. I must flirt with her 
and lead her on to speak out her feelings. How I wish 
Joey Roper could hear me 5 she is always making 
game of me." 

. As they moved through the waltz, Andrew leaned 
languishingly upon his partner's shoulder, and returned 
his soft speeches with gentle whispers. Once or twice 
he forgot his part, and became rather too brusque for 
tender maidenhood, and as he found Gussey trying to 
peer under his mask, he maneuvered his fan, and sim- 
pered, thrusting out his slippers, displaying their pink 
bows. 

After the music stopped, and a good deal of poet- 
ical quotation, and sundry hand-squeezes, Gussey 
asked his fascinating partner to promenade on the 
gallery in the moonlight. He accepted with a sweet 
languid pant of fatigue, and a heavier rest upon the 
proffered arm. 

"You dance so beautifully, Miss Flannagan. I 
shall eternally cherish the memory of this delightful 
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* evening. May I beg a flower from your bouquet, as a 
memento of my happiness ?" 

" Would it be proper ?" whispered Andrew. " You 
are so very persuasive, Mr. XJpdyke !" 

" So you know me ! How did you find me out ?" 

" Could I mistake you ? Oh, no ! one glance of 
your eye, one touch of your hand would reveal to me 
the hero of my dreams," replied the partner, plucking 
a bud from his bunch with a dainty gesture, and kiss- 
ing it, before he pinned it into Gussey's button-hole. 

" A souvenir of our waltz. When shall we have 
another ?" he murmured, close to the young man's ear. 
" Oh, tell me when ?" 

" Positively, this is getting serious," thought Gus- 
sey. " I must be on my guard, or I shall be irrevoca- 
bly entangled ; but it is amazingly pleasant though ; 
sAc appreciates me ! Joey Roper never did !" 

Eustace meanwhile wandered up and down the 
ball-room like a vexed ghost. He had not come en 
phantome — having no heart for pleasure — thinking 
only of his wife, and trying to make an opportunity 
to meet and speak with her. Occasionally he caught 
glimpses of a masque with pink bows and buds, but 
she was always surrounded by a solid phalanx of 
admirers, and he was not able to get near her. He 
fumed as he watched her, and wondered how Bessie 
could feel so gay while he was so sad, and utterly 
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unable to reconcile her light, frivolous conduct with 
what he heard her say at the cottage. 

The hall was crowded, and after he had been 
pushed and elbowed all he could stand, he retreated 
into a corner, to muse bitterly on woman's inconstant 
fickleness, and wonder what had become of Paulkie 
Bradshaw, and all her fine plans for his benefit. 

Presently a phantom, carrying a beautiful bunch 
of fresh red buds in a primrose-gloved hand, sidled 
up to him, and whispered in his ear : 

"Happily met, Dr, Winchester/ Will you come 
out of your inglonous obscurity, for one little waltz, 
for the sake of old times? * Wedding Bells,' don't 
you hear them ? They rang on your marriage day. 
Bessie Wolcott stood by your side, and you promised 
to love and cherish her. How have you kept your 
vow ?" 

" Have you the right to ask ? Let me see your 
face before I answer. I do not choose to prate of my 
affairs to indifferent people ; but if you are the lady I 
have been led to expect would come here in this guise, 
I shall gladly open my heart." 

" Your heart 1 What is it ? Where do you keep 
it ? Ha, ha ! How very amusing. Once for all. Sir, 
you owe me an apology ! You have insulted me be- 
fore witnesses. Everybody is pitying your wife, and 
calling you a brute for treating her as you do." 

"Are they, indeed ?" answered Eustace, stiffly. " I 
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dare say you are quite willing to be an object of their 
pity." 

" Me ! I have nothing to do with it. I will say 
this, however. Any man who has been so lucky 
as to secure such a matrimonial prize as Mrs. Bessie 
Winchester, ought to know better than to permit her 
to be baited and badgered out of her senses by a 
couple of cats like those at the cottage !" 

" Can this be my wife ?" thought Eustace. " I must 
have been misinformed. I have thought so all the 
evening. ; now I feel sure of it. My dear, modest girl 
would never dare whisper y as this bold creature is doing.'' 

"Come," said red-bows, petulantly, "let's waltz — 
you know this is your favorite music, or was, I won- 
der if you have forgotten as much about dancing as 
you have about rowing. I know a fellow who can 
beat you at both, and not half try. Come on !" 

As the persistent phantom held out both hands, 
placing one on the doctor's shoulder, he put his arm 
unwillingly around the pink-girdled waist so closely 
offered — and he did it hesitatingly, for he felt quite 
bewildered. 

"What are you afraid of? Me? Let me show 
you how to hold a girl. There ! That is_a good firm 
grasp. Now twirl !" 

So far from guiding his partner, Eustace was 
being taken around the room with pushes and pulls, 
and he was making up bis mind to get a peep at her 
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face wheu suddenly she flew from his anus and darted 
away. 

"We don't tmmask till supper-time," whispered 
she, as she went out. " Remember my red rose," hold- 
ing up her bouquet. " Au revOir, Here's Pom Bios* 
som, he can waltz." 

Dr. Winchester had not half recovered from his 
amazement, when he felt a soft touch on his arm, and 
looked down to find two small hands clasped upon it 
holding a crimson flower-bunch between them. 

" Here I am," she whispered. " I am sure you 
would like to dance with your Bessie, Dr. Winches- 
ter, sometimes called Nerval. Oh, listen to that waltz, 
how often and often have you whirled her to its sweet 
strains in the dear old days, when you were a true 
lover and a fond husband ! Shall we try it now ? 
Maybe it might bring back the memories of that pleas- 
ant time, and do you good ?" 

** Dearest love, come dance with me. 
Canst thou refuse me — 
Wilt thou not choose me ?" 

The speaker's voice was a breath, and her song a 
murmur ; but both were sweet and pleasant. 

" Why were you so very loud and disagreeable just 
now ?" demanded he, severely. " Forgive me, if I seem 
harsh ; but I was astonished — I may say, shocked — 
that Bessie could have changed so much in a few 
short months." 
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"Bessie! Why do you call me by that name? 
Have you not forfeited your right to address your 
wife by a familiar title ? When you are once more in 
the straight path of your duty, which you have for- 
saken, I will hear you speak it with pleasure — till 
then, you and I are mere ball-room acquaintances." 

Suddenly the phantom flitted out of sight ; and, 
gliding through the crowd, she met another pink bou- 
quet in the shadow of the door-way. 

"Are you Rose?" 

" Yes. Are you Andrew ?" 

" I think so — but if you are Rose and I am Andrew, 
then who is that over there. There are too many of us* 
I must try to find out our third. I told some plain 
truths, and I think we have managed pretty well so 
far ; he has not seen two of us in the ball-room at 
one time — now let's retire and give number three a 
chance." 

Eustace was quite tired of the appearing and van- 
ishing of his interlocutors, like Alice's Cheshire 
cat, and he rushed after the last one, intending to 
seize on her, and hold her fast till she would show 
him her face, when, lo ! behind a pillar, there she 
stood ! a pensive ghost ; quietly serene, her handa 
folded above her bouquet, and her eyes thoughtfully 
gazing on the motley changes of the scene before her, 
in which she seemed to have neither interest nor con- 
cern. 
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"Now then," said he, "I will know what all this 
mummery means. If my wife can do the gay and grave, 
the lively and serene, in such quick transitions, she is 
more of an actress than I ever took her for." 

" Will you take my arm for a stroll in the moon- 
light ?" asked he, stopping resolutely in front of the 
phantom ; " the night is very beautiful, and I am sure 
you need a rest after your prolonged gaiety." 

Not waiting for a reply, or giving her an opportu- 
nity to escape, he seized her hand, and drew it within 
his arm, and held it firmly clasped in his. 

She trembled at his touch, as she had started when 
she heard his voice, but she made no resistance to his 
willful seizure, no movement of resentment, and stepped 
at his side with a light thread, keeping time and meas- 
ure, as he had often praised his Bessie for doing, when 
she walked with him .in the old Esperanza days. 

After a few turns up and down the long gallery, he 
spoke : " You and I surely are not strangers, though 
I have begun to believe to-night that I never knew 
you, so many different phases have you assumed." 

" No, we are not strangers, neither are we friends." 

" That sounds like Bessie's voice. I am glad you 
have abandoned your phantom fashion of whispering." 

" But I did not whisper to anybody, Eustace ; I 
have not exchanged words with a soul since I entered 
the ball-room with my friend. You have been dis- 
porting yourself among other ghosts.'' 
16 
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"But I was warned that you would come in this 
color : red roses and ribbons. Let me see your slip- 
pers. Yes — there they are ! the tiny bows, I looked 
for and found." 

"And how did you like what you found?" asked 
Bessie, smiling in spite of her anxieties. 

" Not at all ! First I was seized by an Amazon, who 
dragged me about, and talked like a Bowery boy — ^and 
then she came again, a trifle softer in manner, but with 
a tongue as bitter as gall." 

" And now ?" said she, softly. 

" Now I feel as if I was holding my wife's hand, 
and I want to see her face. I came here with a par- 
pose to meet a dear girl from whom I have been parted 
a weary time, and ask her to forget the past and take 
me into favor." 

" But, Eustace, let us first understand each other." 

No more words were exchanged between the 
couple, because at this instant Bianca came swiftly run- 
ning, and whispered in Bessie's ear. 

While Dr. Winchester and his wife were slowiy 
pacing the gallery, the hour for supper and unmasking 
had arrived. 

Gussey Updyke took care to be opposite to his fair 
enslaver, whose red rose still adorned his button-hole. 

As Andrew lifted the pillow-case and disclosed his 
masculine features, short curls, and saucy, impudent 
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eyes, he made a provoking grimace at his vis-a-vis, 
which quite put that gallant out of countenance. 

Dragging the treasured flower, which he had sworn 
always to preserve, from its place, he dashed it to the 
floor and trampled on it ; and he was glad to slip 
away from the jokes and jeers of his merciless ac- 
quaintances. 

Rose took her betrothed to the dressing-room and 
removed his disguise, getting a kiss for her pains. 

After supper came the German. While they were all 
standing about waiting for the arrangements to be 
completed, the clique came together to discuss the 
affair, and pursue their usual amusement of ridiculing 
their acquaintances. 

" We are to have some itinerant music for our Ger- 
man," remarked Greene Melon. "I hear that the 
trombone has abandoned the stage, on account of too 
much cider-brandy, and they have engaged a wander- 
ing harper in his stead." 

"Heaven grant that he don't turn out to be a Har- 
per's weakly," replied Joey. 

" I say, Joe, do they put down all your good things 
in a book ?" 

"They try to put me down sometimes, but they 
can't. I always rise to reply. Look, Greene ! do you 
see that old lady yonder, in the yellow satin ? That 
is Mrs. Falconer, a great talker, rather shaky in her 
facts. I heard her to-day telling a friend, that Captain 
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Pixie was just burnt out. ' Madam,' said I, ' Captain 
Pixie was killed just five years ago. I am glad to 
know how long the burning process takes down there,' 
and she sprang at me with all her claws out. 

" * Oh, you wicked creashaw ! You know I mean 
his brother, who has just lost his all in the great Top 
Town fire !' 

" That is her husband. General Falconer, with her, 
the famous fisherman. He employs a boy to catch 
grasshoppers for his bait, and keeps him at it all day," 
remarked Gussey. " Don't you think that boy finds 
the grasshopper a burden ?" 

** Pretty good, Gussey," said Gwendoline, "but 
not so nice as I am going to say about you. Why are 
the stars shining upon the lake to-night not at all like 
Augustus XJpdyke ?" 

" Because they twinkle and sparkle when you look 
up to them," said Susie Clafton. 

" No ; because they are apt to make bright reflec- 
tions." 

" Now, Gwen ! I didn't expect such treatment 
from you. I ^all take Susie out driving to-morrow, 
and leave you at home." 

"Here comes your father, Gussey," whispered 
Greene Melon. " Now, be careful about your propri- 
eties." 

" I don't see what he wants to follow me about for. 
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The only use I know for a father is to pay bills, and 
behave so as not to disgrace the family." 

" I thought that Mrs. Winchester was coming down 
this evening," remarked Genevieve Tubbs. " Do you 
know, Gussey, Sue and I made an appointment to go 
and speak to her and her baby out on the gallery. 
We arranged some telling things to say to the the child 
beforehand. We don't understand that sort of bland- 
ishment very well, and we wanted to be up in the 
part. Sue was to hold out her hands invitingly, and 
exclaim : ' Oh, your little wudget-budget,' and I was 
to give it a funny poke and call it a ' pussy-woosey ;' 
and do you know the little wretch insisted on coming 
to me, and he stayed and stayed, till I had to pinch 
him slyly and make him cry, to get rid of him." 

" Happy infant, to be cradled in those arms," said 
Gussey. " How could he bear to be torn away ?" 

"Why don't you laugh out heartily, Greene?" 
asked Gwendoline, not over-pleased with the style of 
his mirth. 

" I can't, Gwen ; there's a stoppage in my bron- 
chial tube. My inside plumbing is a poor job alto- 
gether. The pipes are always getting out of order." 

" You have aplomb enough," said Joey. 

" Look ! look ! here come the Roaring Riverites, 
two by two, like Noah and his family processing into 
the ark," spoke up Sue. "I did not suppose Rose 
Flannagan would take up with a piano-tuner, after all 
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ber airs and graces. I thought Pom Blossom woald 
be the very lowest she would think of." 

*' She had that vaulting high ambition which doth 
o'erleap itself," replied Greene Melon, in a hollow^, 
stage voice. 

" I espy some fun afar off. Give me your arm, 
Gussey, as soon as you can leave off doing high trag- 
edy," said Joey. 

Seizing on what she demanded, she dragged the 
artist forward to where the quiet couple she had 
named Jeremiah and Jerusha, were standing. 

" Good evening !" she began. " All this glorious 
pomp and pageantry is quite interesting to you, is it 
not? My friend, Mr. Greene Melon, is also a farmer, 
ardent in the pursuit of knowledge. But he is modest ; 
he wants to ask about the crops in your section, and 
he has begged me to introduce the topic for him." 

" A farmer, is he ?" answered the stranger, looking 
Greene Melon over with a smile of quiet amusement. 
" Are you a granger, sir ?" 

" No, nor yet a grazier ; my farm is the world. I 
till mankind ; I interest myself in the injberests of 
others." 

"Then I dare say you may appreciate our new 
poem — supposed to be the outburst of a city granger 
in love : 

a t'VVe'll blithely hoe the growing wheat, 
And chase the eggs the onions lay, 
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And when the Shanghai hog doth bleat, 
We'll feed him with some clover hay.' 

" Wouldn't -you call that scientific farming ?" added 
the stranger, laughing. 

"I don't see what's amiss wit\i it," replied Greene 
Melon, looking puzzled. " It sounds all right." 

Joey, meanwhile, had accosted the lady. "You 
don't often see so many people together, I expect ; do 
you, ma'am ? It must seem quite a giddy whirl to you 
— a sort of Vanity Fair ; but we are very good, 
though, we city people. Only we like to please our- 
selves. Do you know, I have just laid a wager as to 
your name ? I bet a pair of gloves that you were 
christened Jerusha !" 

The lady stared in blank amazement at the lively 
girl with the snapping eyes, and vouchsafed no reply, 
but the gentleman remarked, with a laugh, " What an 
excellent judge of character you must be, young lady. 
You marked us at once for country farmers, did you ? 
And pray what name did you give me ?" 

" I think you ought to be Jeremiah. You have the 
stable carriage which suits it," answered Joey, think- 
ing well of his own sharpness, and chur.kling inward- 
ly at her smart repartee ; " and I feel sure you are a 
deacon. Deacon Jeremiah — have I not won my bet ?" 

"You are not far out," answered the stranger, 
laughing heartily. " I have a brother who is an arch- 
deacon, and means to be a bishop. How vastly enter 
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taining you are, my dear. Please go on. Let me hear 
some more of your brilliant conceits ! Deacon Jere* 
miah and Aant Jerusha ! Capital, upon my soul I" 

While the stranger was laughing openly and with- 
out any affectation of reserve at Joey Roper, Pauliue 
Bradshaw came along leaning on Dick Walsingham's 
arm, and the lady stepped eagerly forward to meet her. 

" My dearest Pauline, how delighted I am to see 
you looking so very well. She is more than radiant, 
is she not, Dickon ?" 

" Thank you. Lady Edith ; I have been hunting for 
you, everywhere. I want to present my dear Hose. 
She is engaged, and so happy." 

" Engaged, is she ! I long to see her. Tour friends 
are always welcome to me, you know — apropos, don't 
forget that you are engaged to me for October ; and 
you may bring your Rose and her betrothed with you. 
Dickon has has already promised, and I shall ask his 
friend, Mr. Blossom. Now are there any others of 
your favorites whom you would like me to include ? 
I please Pauline, for she's my pleasure," she added, 
patting Miss Bradshaw's arm affectionately. 

" Oh, you good Lady Edith ! May I really invite 
some more guests for you ?" 

" Certainly, my love ; as many as you like. I can 
rely on your selection." 

" Then, please send cards to Dr. and Mrs. Win- 
chester ; they are d^ightful. I must tell you their 
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Story as soon as I know it all myself, which I will to- 
night. Quite a romance, I assure you." 

" A romance with a doctor for a hero ! That 
sounds odd ; but I can trust my Pauline. Tell me," 
she added, drawing back, and speaking low, " who is 
this pert creature ?" 

" She would be much astonished to hear your opinion 
of her, I believe," answered Pauline, smiling. " Miss 
Roper is leader of the stylish set in Top Town — shall I 
introduce her ?" 

" Heaven forbid," replied Lady Edith, shuddering. 
" One look at her is enough to disgust me with my sex. 
A perfect girl of the period. Good night, dear. Your 
German is about to begin, I see." 

Pauline and Dick had places next to Joey and her 
partner, and they were scarcely seated when Joey be- 
gan : " So, Pauline, you know Jeremiah and Jerusha ?" 

" Know whom ?" inquired Pauline, in a puzzle. 

"Why, that farmer couple you were talking to 
just now." 

"What I Su- Richard and Lady Grenville ?" asked 
Pauline, aghast. " Who called them so ?" 

" I did. They look like rustics ; and Greene Melon 
and I went over on purpose to draw them out. I 
don't believe they are great people with titles. They 
can't be, in those clothes and such ways ! You need 
not try to fool me." 

" They are an English baronet and his lady, Joey. 
16* 
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I have known them ever since I was a child. Sir 
Richard is interested in business. He is President of 
the Great Condensed Beef Company, of which my 
brother Penhurst is director ; they have a country seat 
in Canadasset where Sabina lives, and they entertain 
delightfully. She is making up her October party 
now. Sir Richard is a very large-minded man — and 
he has many estates, and is worth several millions." 

" What a couple of frauds ! To look like common 
farmers, and mislead people into treating them as 
such I Why didn't you tell me who they were, you 
ill-natured thing? I believe you kept still on purpose 
to have me expose myself." 

Joey Roper was thoroughly put out for the even- 
ing, as her acquaintances were made to feel. She 
flung her sharp words right and left, hitting as viciously 
as she could. 

During the sittings between the figures, Pauline 
pulled a rosy cloud of light wool around her shoulders, 
which was very pretty and becoming. 

" Look !" exclaimed Greene Melon, admiringly. "Au- 
rora, goddess of the morning ! how startlingly lovely 
you are in that wrap, Miss Bradshaw I If I could only 
paint you as I see you, my fame would be immortal !" 

Pauline's turn for the tour having come, she arose 
to makj it, without replying. 

" The idea of that thing thinking herself Aurora. 
Are you not ashamed, Greene, to be so absurd ?" called 
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out Joej. " Lovely ! Why, she is a perfect fright- 
as yellow as a gourd !" 

"Shall I turn back and give her her change?" 
asked Dick, indignantly. "I'll set her down small 
if you say so." 

" Oh, no ! poor Joey has made a sad blunder to- 
night, in ridiculing the baronet and his lady, and is 
smarting under the chagrin. She would have dragged 
herself through mire to know them ; and she has 
made it impossible." 

Miss Roper pretended to be engrossed with her 
partner when Pauline returned, but she looked spite- 
ful and dangerous, insomuch that the girls all around 
her were favored, while she was passed by. 

Pom Blossom came and offered Pauline a Scotch 
cap, whose fellow he had on his head ; and he gal- 
lantly placed it over her black braids as she rose for 
the waltz. 

" Now the elephant goes round," remarked Joey as 
they whirled away. 

Pom guided his handsome partner exactly in front 
of Joey, and stopped short. 

" What did you do us the honor to say, Miss 
Roper ?" asked he, looking her full in the face, with a 
dignified and determined glance. 

"Oh," answered she, confused and blushing, "I 
remarked that you were by far the most distinguished 
couple in the room." 
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" Were those your precise words? Pardon me, if 
I wish to preserve exactly one of Miss Roper's charm- 
ing compliments for future reference," said he, still 
pausing and studying her face. 

Pom Blossom had just returned from a long foreign 
trip. He was rich and handsome, and a great favorite 
in society. Moreover, Pom Blossom was lavish in his 
invitations and houquets, and other money values ; 
and Miss Roper could not afford to make an enemy of 
him, vicious and waspish as she felt ; so she dressed 
her face in sweet smiles. 

"Can you doubt my word? Go along, naughty- 
boy. Come and favor me, next time, and I will ex- 
plain every word I uttered, and all about it." 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

MORE HIBERNICO. 

E must go backward a little from our phan- 
tom pleasure-party, to find Nora at her din- 
ner in the servants' hall. 

Her admirer, Terrence, came and pulled 
her ears gallantly, as he took his seat beside her. 

"And will ye come out for a bit of a frolic this 
evenin', while the ball is goin' on up here ?" asked he, 
grinning in her face. " Kathleen is getting up an op- 
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position to the quality, and she bids us all to the cot- 
tage at nine o'clock, for a real old country Irish break- 
down." 

" In course she will, Terrence," spoke up big Kate. 
"Do you s'pose she could say nay to your askin' ; and 
she the gell for a dance, as spry as a jumpin' squirrel 
in the hedge?" 

" But I can't leave Baby. Me mistress will be gone 
herself, and I wouldn't dare for me life," replied 
Nora, all alive with the prospect of a merrymaking, 
which set her feather head whirling with giddy desire. 
" I wish I could I Ye will be gay together, I know," 
she added regretfully, as she sent her fancy ahead to 
the cottage, and saw herself esquired by handsome 
Terrence ; whom all the girls adored, and imagined 
the eating and drinking, and jokes, and fun, they were 
certain to have. " I wish I could, but I can't, — and 
ye'U be takin' Nancy Cosgrove, I suppose, in my 
place." 

" No I I will take you, Nora, if have to carry ye 
on my back ! Ye shall be there as sure as me name is 
Terrence. What would I care for a dance without 
Nora for me partner ? Sure don't I love the ground 
ye tread on ? Ye've as good as given me yer promise, 
and will ye go back on me ?" 

" Give the brat a dose that '11 kape him sleepin' till 
ye come again," suggested big Kate. 

" Oh, I can't, Kate I Terrence, you wouldn't like 
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me to go at that price, would ye ? I might be tratin' 
me own that way, ye'd be thinkin' now, wouldn't ye ?** 

"No, Nora, I would never in the world have a 
thought that would do ye wrong — never." 

" I'll carry the baby on me arm, Nora, but ye shall 
go," said Kate ; " sure there's a bed at the cottage, 
and ye can run in and see him in it, if 'twill aise yer 
mind. Terrence has promised us a carriage ride afore 
we begin I in this brave moonlight ! think of that ! 
It will be a broth of a time altogether." 

" Well, I will come, if ye'll fetch Baby, and help 
me mind him. Sure he can't get to any harm, and 
it is too hard on a poor gell, to ask her to give up 
every thing." 

" That's right, Nora me darlin' ; an' I'll give ye 
the very best evenin' of fun, ye ever had before," said 
Terrence, stealing a couple of kisses from the girl's 
plump cheek. 

" Dennis has got six bottles of whiskey out of the 
store-room, and I have made a pile of pies and puffs, 
that I've hid under the ice-box ; and ivery gell will 
fetch something. You must bring the money for the 
limons." 

'Where will I find it, Katie dear? I haven't a 
ha'porth to me name." 

"Out of the mistress' purse, ye silly pate; she 
has plenty ; and isn't she goin' to have her good time 
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hersel', and shau't she help us to ourn ? In coorse, she 
shall I" 

Nora counted the moments while Bessie was dress- 
ing, and it seemed as if she would never get off. 

She did go at last, however, and exacted a promise 
from her faithful nurse to stay beside her charge till 
her return. 

As soon as the door was shut behind her, and the 
noise of their footsteps had ceased, Nora sprang up 
and turned the lock. She had never taken money, as 
yet ; and she was pushing herself on to a new crime, — 
stockings, needles, handkerchiefs, and such small deer, 
did not count as stealing to her perverted mind. She 
could go arrayed in her mistress' garments to the con- 
fessional and take absolution ; and wear the same 
borrowed things to the altar for the sacred commun- 
ion, and never feel a twinge of conscience ; but money 
seemed different. 

However, she had no time to hesitate ; big Kate 
would come shortly to carry off Baby, and she must 
make ready. She crossed herself before she opened 
the clasp of the pretty purse she had often seen in Bes- 
sie's hands. It was full of gold, and silver, and bank 
notes. 

"She surely can't miss one piece from so many," 
said she. " She has mickle, I have little. 'Tis but a 
venial sin anyhow, to take from a heretic. I must do 
it or big Kate '11 make ruxions.'* 
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She hid her stealings in her pocket, and as she shut 
the drawer, her eye was caught by a golden comb and 
a box of laces. 

"They will become me as much as her, and I'll 
just play Pm a lady to please Terrence for one eve- 
ning. I'm sure I can look pretty as one in all these 
nice things." 

Nora found no stopping place, when once she 
began ; one wish begot another, and she ended with 
assuming a full suit of her mistress' clothes. 

When she stood before the mirror in a rich dress 
of silk, with bracelets, and necklace, and costly laces, 
which she arranged as nearly as possible upon Bessie's 
model, she felt well pleased with herself. 

" Who shall say I am not handsomer than her ?'* 
was her triumphant thought, as she practised all the 
airs she had been able to catch from the young ladies, 
especially Joey Roper, who seemed to her best worthy 
of imitation : and it would have been a salutary lesson 
for that stylish creature to have witnessed the cari- 
cature. 

" An' what's keepin' ye, Nora darlint ?" whispered 
Terrence, at the window, whither he and big Kate had 
softly crept. " Don't ye see the time is flyin' ?" 

Seizing her charge and hastily wrapping him in 
his blanket, she darted out, and was soon seated in 
Bessie's carriage. Terrence had already taken more 
whiskey than was good for him, and poured down fre 
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quent drams as they bowled along. From being coax- 
ing and lively, he was in danger of getting cross and 
abusive, and he and big Kate left their good manners 
behind, long before they drew up to the cottage. 
The weary horses, forced on under their driver's whip, 
had pelted over the ground at their swiftest pace, 
and were hardly able to stand, when at last they fin- 
ished their race. 

Baby had slept through the drive, but as soon as 
they entered the cottage, already filled with noisy 
men and women, he began to scream and cling fast 
about Nora's neck. 

" He'll soon drop off again," said the girl. " I'll 
just go inside the widdie's room and rock him a bit, 
and when he's fast I'll lay him on her bed." 

Either the little man had slept out his nap, or Nora 
communicated to him her nervousness, or the strange 
noises kept him awake, for he held his eyes wide open, 
and whimpered every time she ceased singing. 

Nora heard the music, and the lilting, and all the 
merriment outside as long as her patience could hold 
oat, in good nature, trying to soothe the baby into 
quiet : but at last she gave him a shake and a slap, 
and bid him go to sleep, "afore I throw ye to the 
auld black man." 

The little fellow shut his eyes, trembling, and when 
she thought he had really dropped off, she tried laying 
him down, but he sprang up in a fright, and screamed. 
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The precious moments were speeding on, and Ter 
rence kept calling her to come and dance. 

"Give the spalpeen a dose out of the bottle I 
bought for ye, Nora, and be quick about it," said big 
Kate, showing her cruel, beady eyes through the crack 
of the door. " We'll be going home directly." 

The girl yielded to a temptation too strong for her 
weak principles ; she held the child's moutb open, 
and poured in a stream of laudanum, and he sank back 
almost immediately, in a dead sleep. 

She laid him down, half frightened at what sbe had 
done, and went forth to her lover. He was a disap- 
pointment to her. Terrence sober and Terrence drunk 
were not at all the same ; for sweet speeches he gave 
her loud orders ; she felt afraid of him, and bewil- 
dered in her mind. She ate and drank and danced, but 
found no solid enjoyment in any of the wild pleasures 
she had ventured so much to gain. 

She stole in at length to the child. He lay still as 
she had left him. He had not stirred. The small 
fingers she had unlocked from hers to lay him down 
were still crooked. His purple lids were tightly drawn 
over his closed and sunken eyes, and from his half-open 
mouth trickled, drop by drop, a dark liquid, staining 
his white dress and the pillow where he lay. 

Half wild with terror and remorse Nora fell npon 
her nursling, plucking him to her heart, and franti- 
cally beseeching him to waken and look at her, be- 
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wailing her crime, and cursing the time whejp she had 
fallen into the guilty deed. 

With wild, unsteady steps she rushed forth into 
the throng of drinking, dancing carousers. 

" I've killed him ! my baby ! my baby ! he's dead ! 
He's gone to tell Holy Mary who took his precious life I 
Stand out of me road till I drown mesel' for a murderer !" 

" Hush, Nora darlint ! What are ye say in ?" 
whispered big Kate, trying to stifle her cries, and hold 
her with the strong arm. " Give him here till I see 
what's amiss wid him." 

She pulled the limp form from the girl's clasp, but 
she w^as not able to hold Nora, who was gone like a 
breeze from their sight, while Kate was hoarsely call- 
ing on them to stop her. 

Jokes and laughter died away, and perfect silence 
fell on the amazed and affrighted revelers. By twos 
and threes the whole crowd stole away till only 
drunken Terrence was left snoring in a corner. 

Kate, still carrying the child in her arms, ran swiftly 
down to the water, following the dismal howls of 
despair which the flying creature before her sent out 
without ceasing. 

The rocks piled into a high bluff beyond the cot- 
tage, and in the clear moonlight she saw Nora reach 
them, and in an instant she was gone. The screaming 
ceased, and a loud splash came to her ears, which told 



Digitized by 



Googk 



880 MORE HIBEBNICO. 

her the fate of a silly, pleasure-loving, misguided girl, 
for whose sad end she was accountable. 

She peered fearfully down where thousands of 
bubbles gleamed and glittered, and great circles 
spread ;ind spread, widening and widening forever, 
like eternity. 

The woman's blood curdled, hardened as she was ; 
but her wits did not forsake her. A fearsome impulse 
flashed through her brain to toss in the child, and let 
them be found drowned together ; but no, too many 
had seen him in her possession. It would not do ; she 
must get rid of him, so as to leave no danger to herself. 

She crept stea thily back to the cottage, and laid 
Eustace's baby on his mother's bed. AU was silent 
about the place, except the stamping of the impatient 
horses, and the snoring of the besotted Terrence. 

She listened. The distant music came floating 
down on the night-wind, and she could hear the mea- 
sured tread of the dancers' feet. 

" I'll kape her sacret safe for her, poor gell, if I 
can. First, let me rouse this silly fool wid his whiskey 
pate. Sure, I've put down as much as him, and I'm 
not drunk at all. 'Tis a ghame for him to be weaker- 
headed than a woman. Up wid ye, for a nasty 
brute 1" exclaimed she, dashing a pitcher of water 
over him. "Take that for an eye-opener, and get 
along out of this, an ye don't want to be turned off 
before mornin'." 
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It was too late. All Terrence^s boozy endeavors 
could not bring him to his feet, and he fell back as 
steps approached. Immediately Mrs. Winchester and 
Berintha appeared. Kate dashed out of a side door 
into the bushes, hiding herself behind a clump of 
lilacs to watch and listen. 

" What is this ? A drunken creature at my very 
door, and a pair of horses I Mercy on us ! This is 
Bessie's team. I hope she is not keeping an appoint- 
ment here ! I missed her from the ball-room some 
time ago. Kathleen ! Kathleen ! I say, where are 
you ?" 

They had both entered by this time, and stood 
aghast at what they saw. 

" What does this mean ? A supper on the table, and 
the whole place topsy-turvy ! So our maid has been 
giving a party in our absence. She will go before she 
is an hour older." 

Mr. Gumrill left her friend to her exclamations, 
and ran into her bedroom — fearing for certain valua- 
bles she owned — in the light of these revelations. 
Presently, she rushed out with a throat full of 
screeches, and clutched Mrs. Winchester's arm, and 
held it tight. 

" Oh dear ! oh dear I that child is in there, and he 
is dead ! I wonder if his mother killed him, or who ?" 

Bianca Ashcroft was summoned from the hall, 
where she was watching the dancers, and thinking 
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about her bi other and ber friend, by Andrew, who 
whispered in her ear : " Something dreadful has hap 
pened. Bessie's child has been found at the cotta.i^t 
dead, and his nurse is missing." 

She ran swiftly up and along the gallery, to where 
she could see the doctor and his wife standing to- 
gether. 

"Nora has taken Baby to the cottage, Bessie 
dear," said she, in as quiet a tone as she could com- 
mand. " I think we had better go down, and bring 
him back." 

Bessie sprang to her room, and came out with 
white face : " He is gone !" said she. " Oh, my dar- 
ling ! what has she done with him ?" 

" Come quickly, let us follow the girl. I hear that 
she is there, and he is with her. It seems the ser- 
vants have had a frolic this evening, to which Nora 
was invited." 

"Let me go alone," said Eustace. "You stay 
here,' Bessie, and I will bring him to you, in my 
arms." 

" No I no ! no. I will see my baby with my own 
eyes. I must find him !" exclaimed Bessie, hurrying 
on with flying steps. As they approached the cottage, 
a group gathered around it parted before her, step- 
ping reverently and decently back. 

" The baby's mother !" said one. " God help her !" 

On the bed lay her noble boy — dead. Mrs. Gumrill 
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stood by him, peering curiously into his still face, try- 
ing to lift his eyelids with her pudgey fingers. 

She retreated before the pale figure which flew on 
so eagerly, and she half smiled as she watched her ; 
this woman with no womanly instincts, no mother- 
hood, felt only curiosity and exultation in the dread 
trouble of the suffering Bessie, whom she had treated 
and detested as a rival. 

" How did this fearful thing come to pass ?" asked 
Miss Ashcroft, in a low voice, of the dame, who was 
strutting about, full of importance. " Can he not be 
awakened ?" 

" Wakened ! How will you go to work to wake up 
a dead child? No ma'am, he cannot ; he will never 
arouse again till he hears Gabriel's trumpet. The 
little innocent creature has been drugged ! I have 
felt all along as if he was neglected — yes, shamefully 
neglected, by that woman who calls herself a mother, 
and is not fit to be one ; but I did not suppose it 
would come to this." 

With a shriek which went straight to the hearts of 
the listeners, Bessie darted at Mrs. Gumrill with her 
boy in her arms. 

" Why did you kill him ? You horrid woman I I 
see murder in your eyes. Tou are laughing at it !" 

" Here is the poison which destroyed the child !" 
replied Berintha, maliciously displaying a bottle 
labeled ^Maudanum." ^^ Look at the stains on his dress, 
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on his face ; they tell the story. I don't wonder you 
want to throw the guilt on somebody. I pity you. 
You deserted your husband, you insulted his mother, 
and you have lost your child. I do not envy you the 
rest of your life. If Zwas in your place, I would go 
and jump into the lake." 

" lias she not grief enough to bear ; but you must 
have your fling at her ?" said Bianca with flashing 
eyes. " Come, Bessie, darling. You and I will take 
what is left of our pretty pet away from those hard- 
hearted people. Come ! Let's go home !" 

" Home," spoke up Mrs. Winchester. " You will 
not can'y that body out of this house, till it goes to its 
grave. What sort of a place is a hotel to lay out a 
corpse? It will be done right here, where the murder 
was. I advise you not to meddle with what don't 
concern you. I have my own opinion of you and your 
brother, and so has Berintha, and I wonder at your 
impudence to show your face here at all." 

" Mother I Mother !" said Eustace, trying to stop 
her flow of words, and feeling heartily ashamed of 
the display of her violence and abuse. "Mother, 
Bessie surely is the one to say what shall be done with 
her child." 

" You need not try to change my mind, Eustace 
Winchester. I am firm I Out of this house that body 
shall not go — and as to Bessie, she has had her way 
quite enough. It is time for her to come under control'* 
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The dame walked up to her daughter-in-law, and 
pulled the boy by main force from her enfeebled arms, 
with a rough strength which staggered her. 

"Do not grieve, my poor girl," began Eustace, 
going close to her. 

"Don't speak to me ! you are her son ! You let 
her torment me ! Tou are cruel ! cruel ! cruel !" 

Reeling and about to fall, he caught her in his 
arms and carried her out to her carriage, which still 
stood at the door, and placed her, fainting and insensi- 
ble, within it. 

" I am not satisfied that the child is really dead," 
said Bianca to her brother. "I will look at it again 
before I leave." 

She stooped over the pillow where the dame placed 
the body, and laid her hand on its heart. " I cannot 
feel any flutter, but there is dew on its lips and red in 
its cheeks. I believe it might be recovered. Why 
won't you send for a physician ? Stop ! I will call its 
father. Think how dreadful it would be to bury it 
alive, or leave it to die in its dead sleep. A warm 
bath certainly would do no harm. Let me run and 
order it at once." 

"Nonsense!" cried Mrs. Gumrill, edging in be- 
tween Bianca and the bed. "Eustace Winchester has 
seen his child, and given his opinion. He knows it is 
past any baths, or any thing else. Don't you suppose 
we can do what is necessary ? Don't try to make as 
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out Cannibcils nor Juggernauts. Don't try to get up a 
Bensation. We have not asked you for your help, or 
your opinion. Is not that your mind, Mrs. Win- 
chester ?" 

" Yes, it is, and if that person has any decency, 
she will not intrude on our grief. I have nothing to 
say to Afr, except that her room is much better than 
her company," replied the dame in her most strident 
voice. 

" Pray, come away, Bianca,** said Andrew, pulling 
his sister's sleeve. " You can do no good here evi- 
dently, and he is waiting for you. Poor Bessie ift very 
ill." 

CHAPTER XXXVm. 

THE BEST NEWS IS NO NEWS- 

^^IG KATE stole away after the cottage was 
still, and there was nothing more to see 
and hear. She gathered her cronies togeth- 
er, and harangued them. 
" The child is safe wid its nurse. Nora is no more, 
poor gell I The secret of its death is safe if ye hut 
keep it in yer own breasts. Nobody saw it die, and 
nobody'll ever know how it came to its death. If ye 
let the mistress down upon ye, 'twill be the ruin of ye 
all. They will give all their . service places to the 
nagurs, and ye'll starve. New swear, ivery one, that 
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yell niver go back on poor Nora that's in purgatory 
this minit ; and 111 give a Mass out of me own pocket, 
next Sunday, for her soul, as sure as Holy Mary hears 
me speakin'." 

Awed by her vindictive eyes blazing at them, her 
masculine voice, and her brawny arm and clenched 
fist, they one and all took the oath she exacted ; and 
from that day forth Nora's name was never breathed 
from any of their lips. 

" Now let them help themselves ! They can't touch 
us; and God will be merciful to the poor gell that 
went wild into her watery grave." 



CHAPTEB XXXIX. 
HELP NEVER COMES TOO LATE. 

IHEY laid Bessie on her bed ; and when she 
opened her eyes and saw Eustace, she closed 
them with wild screams. 

" He hates me — he and his mother I 
They have stolen my boy I She said she would have 
it ! I did not believe her. He killed it, Bianca ! Look 
at his glaring eye-balls — they bum into my soul! 
Don't let him touch me — ^he wants to kill me, too. 
Oh! oh! oh!" 

" You had better go out of sight, till she is quiet ; 




Digitized by 



Googk 



388 HELP NEVER COMES TOO LATE. 

her poor nerves are all unBtrung. No wonder, such a 
dreadful shock as she has had. If it was not your 
mother who had done it, I should say your wife was 
shamefully treated. There is more trouble ahead of 
you both, unless you stand forward and assert yourself, 
and take the helm of your life into your own hand, 
I am afraid, Doctor. Can't you make up a sooth- 
ing-powder for her, and leave her to me for a while ? 
If she could sleep a little, I am sure she would be all 
right. There, there ; poor fellow," she added, patting 
his arm, " don't cry ! you know she does not know 
what she says. She loves you like the apple of her 
eye. Come, come ! All will be welL Think now, 
what shall I give her ?" 

Convulsed with giief, Eustace tried hard to regain 
his composure, and to attend to the needs of the crazed 
girl, who was wringing his heart with her complaints, 
and paining his very ears with her moaning. 

" I will fetch a composing draught," said he, in a 
broken voice, as he left the room. " Oh, Miss Ash- 
croft, this is bitter, bitter." 

He presently returned, and knocked at the door. 
" I will not come in just now," said he, "but give my 
wife this, and may it bring her rest." 

" It will, of course it will," replied Bianca, encourag- 
ingly. " I'll call you as soon as it will do for her to 
see you. Pluck up a heart, man. She is going to get 
well and make you happy." 
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"God knows," said he, sadly. "I scarcely dare 
to hope." 

He paced up and down the long hall, listenmg for 
the summons, which did not come. After a while 
the wailing voice ceased, and silence reigned. A 
terrific storm had risen, with thunder and lightning ; 
and the rain, dashing in sheets against the window, 
caused Bianca to leave her watch for a moment, to 
make fast the shutters of her room, which flapped 
dismally to and fro. Bessie had been quiet for some 
time and seemed to be sleeping, and she moved on 
tiptoe for fear of disturbing her. As soon as she was 
gone, the sleeper sprang up and darted away. The 
doctor, who had paused an instant in his walk at the 
window to observe the warring elements, turned his 
head in time to see a shadow flitting down the stairs, 
but as there was moving in many of the rooms, and 
people yet astir, he paid no heed to it. 

. Miss Ashcroft found her room deluged with water, 
and was obliged to stop to stem the torrent, and though 
she hurried, at her best, some little time necessarily 
elapsed before she was able to return to her patient. 

Bessie made her way swiftly to the cottage, 
guided by a faint twinkle in one of its windows. She 
lifted the latch and glided in. On a table in the center 
of the room lay a small figure, shrouded for the 
grave, and covered with a white cloth. She snatched 
away the sheet, disturbing, as she did so, the position 
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of the body, and fanning its face by tbe sudden mo- 
tion. Like a flash of sunshine, Baby opened bis eyes, 
and tried to reach up his hands, which were tied above 
his breast with a bunch of white roses fading between 
them. In trembling haste she undid the ribbon, and set 
him free, and he clung to her neck with a little sob as 
she raised him. She fled through the open door with her 
recovered treasure close clasped to her beating heart. 
The rain pelted her, and the roaring wind howled 
in her ears, and she seemed to hear voices mingling 
with the thunder, but she kept straight on, with no ob- 
ject but to put as much distance between her and her 
enemies as possible. Strange fancies whirled through 
her throbbing brain : her reason, unsettled by her 
terror and grief, gave place to impulse, strong as 
vital force, and pushed her forward. 

Through mud and wet, she held her course, feeling 
no fatigue. The two women of the cottage seemed to 
be pursuing her, and shouting after her to give up to 
them the tender babe, whose safety and life depended 
upon her exertions. 

Daylight was just dawning, when, right before her, 
she saw the haunted house. The upper loft, securely 
boarded, appeared to her a safe hiding-place. She 
climbed the rickety stairs. There were the wheel and the 
dusty cradle, just as she had seen them the day of 
Nanny's escape. She recalled, with a shudder, the hag 
who had stolen Bianca's pet, but did not hesitate. 
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Even she was less terrible than the two she had left 
behind at the cottage, and making her way into the 
den,, she sank panting on the mouldy straw. Her 
baby troubled her with its cries, and she soothed him 
with the breast till he slept : then she laid him down, 
and sank back, all consciousness of surrounding objects 
left her, and she floated away in unreal dreamt. 

Eustace started immediately in pursuit of his wife, 
as soon as Bianca gave the alarm, and she also roused 
up Andrew to join the search. 

Dr. Winchester went directly to the cottage, where 
he found only darkness and silence. The wind had 
extinguished the candle, and he stumbled over the 
empty table which had held his child, as he made his 
way on. Blank consternation fell on all, when he 
aroused the women, and they came out to find only the 
table and the sheet, where they had placed the corpse. 
It seemed too horrible. The mother had fled with her 
dead child in her ai-ms. 

" The lake I" whispered Mrs. Winchester. " She 
has taken him to the lake I She is drowned !" 

Leaving them to speculate on the strange event, 
Eustace started off. Hours and hours he hunted up and 
down, and found no trace. A golden comb lay on the 
beach, which belonged to Bessie ; but Bianca said she 
did not wear it, and they were lost in conjecture. 

Thus all the long night passed, and all the follow* 
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day, and the sun was just setting, when Audre\? 
Eustace met at the haunted house. 
You go first," said Andrew. "It is your right/* 
tepped back, and gave place to the husband- "I 
f she is here : see what I picked up on yonder path." 
le showed the* faded rose-buds tied with a white 
)n, which had been placed in the hands of the 
I dressed for the grave. 

V'ith both arras around her sleeping treasure, lay 
ie, staring upwards. 

Come, my poor wife," said Eustace, solemnly, 
d grant I am not too late." . 
he turned her face slowly toward him, shuddering 
jgh all her frame as she felt the touch of his lips 
er cheek, and gave her burden into his keeping. 
Take him quickly," she whispered, "they dug his 
e, but I pulled him out of it before the worms 
marred his beauty. See ! he is not dead, but 
>eth. And he that was dead came forth, bound 
\ and foot with grave clothes, and his face was bound 
t with a napkin. And Jesus said unto her : Said 
»t unto you, that if thou wouldst believe, thou 
Idst see the glory of God ?" 
Dear angel I" said Andrew, wiping his eyes, 
w much she has suffered ! It is like a blessed 
cle — her beautiful darling is alive. Bianca was 
t ; she told them he would wake. I must run and 
1 my good sister ; she will know exactly what tc 
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do. Courage, Doctor, watcli here till we come in a 
carriage. You may be sure I shall fly with my good 
tidings." 

As fast as swift horses could travel came Andrew 
back. Gently they lifted the weary ones, and ten- 
derly they bore them home. 

Hardly had they laid Bessie into her bed, with 
Baby by her side, when Mrs. Winchester and her 
familiar, who had been getting an airing in the landau 
of the missing lady (it being a pity, as Mrs. Gumrill 
remarked, to have it idle), came bustling in. 

" I want to see for myself if all these stories I hear 
are true. The land of the living I As sure as preach- 
ing, the child did come to. Well ! I am astonished !" 

" How queer to have such a ttiing happen, and your 
son a doctor. I wonder he didn't know better than to 
have it shrouded," replied the familiar, spitefully. 

" Perhaps he might, if he iad got a chance to look 
at it ; but you kept so busy, nobody could do any- 
thing," replied the dame, sharply. "If it had been 
buried alive it would have been all your fault. Let 
this be a lesson to you, Berintha." 

Bessie opened her eyes with the first tone of the 
high-keyed, trenchant voices, and began to tremble and 
scream : " Don't let them, Eustace I See ! they tie his 
Hands and put him in the coffin. Oh, hear him cry I 
Have you no pity ? Will you murder my boy ?" 
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Iler voice rose loud and louder, in shriek after 
Bhriok, till slie sank back exhausted. 

"You 81*0, Mother, the eflPect your presence has 
upon my wife. I cannot permit you to peril further 
lier precious life. I implore you to go away and leave 
me with my loved ones." 

"The only safe thing for you to do, Eustace Win- 
chester," spoke up Mra. Gumrill, in a triumphant 
voice, "is to put that poor wreck into a lunatic asylum 
immediately^ under the restraints of proper treatment. 
You know she is hopelessly insane. I am sorry for you.' 

" I fear Berintha is right," added the dame. 

" Mother, once for all, you m,ust interfere no more 
in my affairs. There is a limit to human patience. 
If you were mother and fifty grandmothers, all in om^ 
I would command you to desist. Go home, and let 
me take care of Bessie as I think best. You drove 
her to leave me ; you desolated my life. You would 
have buried my child alive ; and now you wish to 
doom this dear sufferer to the horrors of a mad-house) 
Don't say another word ; I cannot bear it ! Take 
away your friend — now, this instant I She shall 
never enter my house, or find recognition or welcome 
from me or mine. If you will have her, have her to 
yourself in Heaven's name, and leave me in peace !" 

" Upon my word, it begins to look as if he would 
keep her company in her craziness. I thinJc he is out 
of his head now, myself." 
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"No, he is in his right mind ; it is you who have 
no sense," retorted the dame, turning suddenly about 
and attacking the familiar. " It is quite time for you 
and me to part. What you want to run after Eustace 
a'^ you do, making yourself perfectly ridiculous for, / 
can't see. He don't care a pin for you, nor ever did. 
You have made mischief enough in this family. Think 
of me being turned out of my son's house on your ac- 
count ! 1 shall go I Ye^/ I shall go to Esperanza! 
so you had better pack up at once, and leave !" 

This was not the last of the friends, however, for 
fitful sounds of warring voices were heard at the cot- 
tage all through the night, and in the morning two car- 
riages conveyed away the ladies on separate roads. 

The trying occurrences of the last few hours 
brought Andrew and his Jiero into closer contact, and 
it needed few explanations and apologies to set them 
right with each other. Andrew was much astonished 
to learn that he was the author of the Norval mistake ; 
and they clasped hands by Bessie's bed-side in warm 
friendship, which was never disturbed during their 
lives. 

Mrs. Mammy arrived by the same train which took 
away the dame, and Bessie began to recover with the 
first sweet soothing touch of her dear hands. She slept 
in blessed security from all harm while she was near, 
and in incredibly short time she was restored to health. 

When the day came for the assemblage of tbe 
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guests at Lady Grenville's country house for hex 
October /e7e, Dr. and Mrs. Winchester, and Mr. and 
Mrs. Andrew Ashcroft were of the number ; and 
right joyfully were they welcomed by the Roaring 
River people there gathered. 

Otho Groenveldt was as good as his word. A new 
partnership was formed, a magnificent library added 
to the one already so comprehensive, and the doctors 
studied other sciences there, besides medicine. Eus- 
tace worked hard to make up his lost time, and the 
deficiencies he was made to feel among the cultivated 
friends he had gained. 

A house is a necessity, when ohe fixes in a locality 
for future dwelling. Therefore, Eustace Winchester 
bought land, and drew plans, and studied architecture, 
and built himself a mansion — the best feature of 
which Bessie declared to be, that there was plenty of 
room to add on, whenever they liked. 

So the doctor and his wife commenced life in ear- 
nest in Roaring River. What better allotment could 
kind Fate make them in this world ? I wish you and 
I, dear reader, could be as sure of finn friends, and 
good times, as they were in the society of the Brad- 
shaws and Vedders, Our Chris, the Widow Gold- 
smith's daughter. 

THE END. 
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